niDiJr.— T 

avp  cornin'  ^Tn^) 

ip  iiiy  darling 24 

^4^nje  o'er  the  stream,  Charlie 1 14 

/Come  under  my  plaidie 88 

Corn  rigs  arebonnie 1:18 

Dainty  Davie 130 

Down  the  burn.  Davie  love 01 

Duncan  Gray....^ 83 

Ewe-bughtP  (The) - 57 

Farewell  to  Lochaber 1 3 

Flowers  o'  the  forest 29 

Four  Maries  (The). 117 

Get  up  .and  bar  the  door 75 

Gin  abody  meet  a body  cornin'  through  the  Rye  37 

Good-night,  and  joy  be  wi’  ye  a' 102 

Green  grow  the  rashes,  0! 12 

Here  awa,  there  awa’,  wandering  Willie 41 

Here’s  a health  to  ane  I lo’e  dear 175 

Hey,  Johnnie  Cope 35 

Highland  lad  my  love  was  born  (A) 4ft 

Highland  Mary. — 154 

Highlandman’s  toast...... 86 

Huntingtower;  or  “When  ye  gang  awa’,  Jamie'!.  45 

I’m  glad  my  heart’s  my  ain  yet 76 

I’m  owre  young  to  marry  yet 161 

Jessie,  theFlower  o’  Dumblane 170 

Jock  o’Hazeldean  42 

John  Anderson,  my  Jo 27 

Kelvin  Grove 95 

Laird  o’  Cockpen  (The) 150 

Land  o’  the  Leal  (The) 69 

Lass  o’  Gowrie  (The) 50 

Lass  o'  Patie's  Mill  (The) 65 

Last  May  a braw  wooer 105 


0. whistle  and 
0.  Willie  brew'd  a peck  o’ 

Oh.  why  left  I my  hame?.. 

Pibroch  of  Donuil  Dhu  . 

Piper  of  Dundee  (The) 173 

Robin  Adair 145 

Roslin  Castle 58 

Roy’s  wife  of  Aldivalloch 90 

Saw  ye  Johnnie  cornin'?. 149 

Scots, wha  hae  wi’ Wallace  bled! 53 

Scotland  Y>^t 59 

Scottish  Blue  Bells  (The) s 107 

Scotland  for  ever 1 12 

Tak’your  auld  cloak  about  ye 122 

There'll  never  be  peace  'til  Jamie  comes  haine 137 

There's  nae  luck  about  the  house 16 

Thou  hast  left  me  ever,  Jamie 106 

Tullochgorum 70 

Up  in  the  morning  early 146 

Waefu’  heart  (The) 54 

Wae’s  me  for  Prince  Charlie 63 

Weary  pund  o’  tow  (The) 85 

Welcome,  Royal  Charlie 178 

We’re  if  noddin’. 109 

What's  a’the  steer,  kimmer? 153 

Wha  wadna  fecht  for  Charlie? 125 

Wha’ll  be  King  but  Charlie? 51 

When  the  kye  come  hame 127 

Wilt  thou  be  my  dearie?. 148 

Within  a mile  of  Edinboro’  town  8 

Woo’d  and  married  and  a 67 

Year  that’s  awa’  (The) j...  m 

Ye  Hanks  and  Braes  o'Bonnie  Doon 126 

Yellow-hair’d  laddie  (The)  JS 
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MY  LOVE  IS  LIKE  A RED,  RED  ROSE.  ■ 
Andantino. 


Piano.  < 


ih 


Q ^ k L,  ! k k If 

love  18  like  a i’ed,redroseThat’s 
a’  theseasgangdry,mydear,Till 

newly  sprung  in  June:  My 
a’  the  seasgangdry-  And 

oveis  like  a mel- o - dy  That’s 
I will  lovetheegtili.mydear, Till 

\ ^ i4  i 4^4  i 4 

j j.  i ^ i ^ 

I will  love  thee  still, raydear.  Till a’  theseasgangdry. 

Iwill  lovetheestill.mydear,Whilethesandso'  life  shall  run. 
IwillcoHie  a -gain, my  love,  Tho!_  tweretenthousandmile. 


e 

O WHISTLE  AND  I’LL  COMB  TO  YOU,  MY  LAD. 

Burns. 


Piano. 


to  you,  my  lad,  0 
to  you,  my  lad.  0 
to  you,  my  lad,  0 

whistle  and  I’ll  com 
whistle  and  I’ll  com 
whistleand  I’ll  com« 

toyou,  mylad;  Tho’  fa-ther  and  mother,  and 
toyou,  mylad;  Tho’  fa-ther  and  mother,  and 
toyou,  mylad;  Tho’  fa-ther  and  mother,  and 

^ 1 

a should  gae  mad,  0 
a’ should  gae mad,  0 
a’  should  gae  mad,  0 



whistle  and  I’ll  come 
whistleand  I’ll  come 
whistle  and  I'll  come 

toyou, mylad.  But  wa-  ri  - ly  tentwhen  ye 
toyou, mylad.  At  kirk  or  at  raar-ket.when- 
toyou, mylad.  Aye  vow  and  protest  that  ye 

Kelvi. 


Laird  <. 
Land  o’ . 
Lass  o’  (i 
Lass  o’  Pa 
Last  May  a 


7 
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WITHIN  A MILE  OP  BDINBORO’  TOWN. 


Voice 


Piano 


itt — a mile  of 

3.  Jockiewas  a wag  that_ 
3.  when  he  vow’d  he  wad_ 


Ed-in-bo-ro'town,  In  the  ro  - sy time  of  the 

nev-er  wad  wed,  Though_  Jang  hekad  fol  - lowed  the 
make  her  hisbride.Thoughhis  flocks  and_  herdswerenot 


THE  CAMPBELLS  AB,E  COMIN’. 


Voice . 


Piano. 
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Campbells  are  com- iij’  o - ho,  o-ho,The  Campbellsareeom-in’  To  boo-nie  Loehle.ven;The 
Campbellsarecom-in',  0 - ho,  o-ho.The  Campbellsarecom-in’  To  bon-nie  Lochle-veii;The 
Campbellsareeom-in’ 0 - ho,  o-ho,TheCanipbelIsarecom-in’  To  bon-nie  Lochle-ven;  The 


-j?  ff-  1 ^ 1 1— 

on  the  Lomonds  I 
makes  the  cannons  and 
loy-  al  faith  andt 

lay,  I lay,  1 
juns  to  roar;  Wi’ 
ruth  to  show;  Wi’ 

look  - ed  down,  to 
sound  o’  trum-pet, 
ban  - ners  rat  - tlin’ 

bon-nieLoch-le.ven,  and 
pipe,-  and  drum,  The 
in the  wind,  The 

r*  j'  j 

▼ *3r 

daur  be  puir  for 
man’s  a man  for 


that,  and  a’ that,  Our  toils  ob-scur©,and 

that,  and  a’ that,  Their  tin-sel  show  and 


thatj  The  rank  is  but  the  gui-nea’s  stamp, 'The  man’s  tnegowd  for  a’  that, 
that,  The  hon-est  man,thoughne'er  sae  puir,  Is  king  o’  men  for  a’  that. 


. A king  ean-mak’a  belted  knight, 

A marquis,  duke,  and  a’  that; 

But  an  honost  man’s  aboon  his  micht, 
Oude  faith,  he  maunna  fa’  that! 

For  a’  that,  and  a’  that, 

Their  dignities,  and  a’ that, 

The  pith.o’.sense,  and  pride  o’-Wor.th, 
Are  higher  ranks  than  a’ that. 


Then  let  us  pray  that.eome  it  may, 

As  come  it  will,  for  a’ that, 
That-sense  and  worth,  o’er  a’  the.earth, 
May  bear  the  gree,  and  a’ that. 

For  a’.that,  and  a’  that,. 

It’s  cornin’- yet,  for.  a’  that, 
When.man  tojman,the.warld.o'er, 
Shallbrithers  be-fona’that. 


GBEEN  GROW  THE  RASHES  01 

/itll’HO  ’ 
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4.  And  you  sae  douce,  wha  sneer  at  this, 
Ye’re  nought.but.senseless  asses, 0! 
The  wisest  man  the  warld  e’er  saw, 
He  dearly  lo’ed  the  lasses,  0! 

Green  grow  the  rashes,  0!  etc. 


5.  Auld  Nature  swears  the.Ioveiy  dears 
Her  noblest  works  she  classes,  0! 
Her  ’prentice  han’  she  tried  on  man. 
An’  then  she  made  the  lasses,  0! 
Green  grow  the  rashes,  0!  etc. 


FAREWELL  TO  LOCHABER. 


Affettuoso. 


14 


more,  We’ll 
roar,  There’s 
thee;  And 

may- be  re  - 
naeth-ing  like 
1^-  tl^ 

turn  to  Loch 
leav-ing  my 
fa-vour,  I’d 

a - her  no i 

love  on  th8_8 
bet-ter  not_ 

nore.  These 
lore.  To 
be.  1 

tears  that  I 
leave  thee  be  - 
gae,  then,  my 

^ 

|t  Q 

r P 

BRAW,  BRAW  LADS. 

Hums. 


THERE’S  NAE  LUCK  ABOUT  THE  HOUSE. 


are  ye  sure  the  news  is  true?  And  are  ye  sure  he’s  weel?  Is  this  a time  to 
up  and  mak’  a clean  fire -side,  Put  on  theinuck-le  pot;  die  lit  - tie  Kate  her 
are  twa  heue  up  - on  the  bauk,  Hue  fed  this  month  and  mair,  Maid  haste  and  thrawtheir 
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4.  Come,  gie  me  down  ray  bigoneti, 
My  bishop-satin  gown,- 
And  rin  and  tell  the  Bailie’s  wife 
That  Colin’s  come  to  town: 

My  Turkey-slippers  maun  gae  on, 
My  hose  o'  pearl  blue, 

It‘8  a to  please  ray  ain  gudeman, 
For  he’s  baith  leal  and  true. 

For  there's  nae  luck,  etc. 


5.  The  cauld  blasts  o’the  winter  wind, 
That  thirled  through  my  heart, 
They’ve  a'  blawn  by,  I hae  him  safe, 
’Till  death  we'll  never  part: 

But  what  puts  parting  in  ray  head? 

,It  may  be  far  awa; 

The  present  moment  is  our  ain, 
The  neistwe  never  saw! 

For  there’s  nae  luck,  etc. 


tt.  Since  Colins  weel.  I'm  weel  content, 

I hae  nae  mair  to  crave; 

Could  I but  live  to  mak’  him  blest, 
I’m  blest  aboon  the  lave. 

And  will  I see  his  face  again? 

And  will  I hear  him  speak? 

I’m  downright  dizzy  wi’  the  thought. 
In  troth  I’m  like  to  greet.  - 
For  there’s  nae  luck,  etc 


— [p  fr,  ■ )/  1-^  f 

treen  at  the  gloarain'? 
late  in  the  gloamin’, 
mod-est  her  na-ture,She 

Sought  she  the  bur-nie  whar 
Down  by  the  bur-nie  whar 
nev  - er  lo’ed  on  - y till 

flowrs  the  haw-tree? 

’low  rs  the  haw-tree.  Her 
anoe  she  Io*ed  me.  Her 

- J 

IB 


hair  it  is  lint-white,her 
hair  it  was  lint-white, her 
name  it  is  Ma  - ry  she’s 

skin  it  is  milk-white, 
skin  it  was  milk-white, 

'rae  Caa-tle  - Ca  - ry, 

Dark  is  the  blue  o’  her 
Dark  was  the  blue  o’  her 
Aft  has  she  sat  when  a 

V 0 — — J 

^ » — f— ^ — » — 0—, , ^ 1 k -V . 

saft  roll-ing  e’e, 
saft  roll-ing  e’e, 
bairn  on  my  knee; 

Red,  red  her  ripe  lips,  and 
Red  were  her  ripe  lips,  and 
Fair  as  your  face  is,  wer’t 

sweet  er  th 
sweet  er  th 
fif  - ty  tin 

an  ros  - es! 
an  ros  • es, 
lesfair-  er.  Young 

-« 1 — ft ft— 

—ft i 

t ft ft — 

-f  8 1.8 

9 

1 % 1 — 

— 1 — p— ' — 

‘■F  p r p ^ 

■— F P 

L-F p_J 

4.  It  was  then  your  Mniy,. she’s  frae  Castle -Cary, 

It  was  then  your  true.love  I met  by  the  tree? 
Proud  as  her  heart  is,  and  modest  her  nature, 
SWeet  were  the  kisses  that  she  ga’e  to  me.jgre 
Sair  gloom’d  his  dark  brow,  dark-red  his  cheek 
And  wild  flash’d  the  fire  frae  his  red  rollinge’e, 
Ye’se  rue  sair  this  morning  your  boasts  and 

^your  scorning, 

Defend  ye,  fause  traiter,  fu’  loudly  ye  lie. 


6.  Awa'  wi'  beguiling,  cried  the  youth,  smiling;— 

Aff  went  the  bonnet, the  lint-wbite.locksilee, 
The  belted  plaid  fa’iug,  her  white  bosom  showing. 
Fair  stood  the  lov'd  maid  wi’ the  dark  rolling  e’e. 
Is  it  my  wee  thing?  is  it  my  ain  thing? 

Is  it  my  true  love  here  that  I see? 

0,  Jamie,  forgi’e  me,  your  heart’s  constant  to 
jine. 

I’ll  never  mair  w’ander,  dear  laddie,  frae  Ihee.' 
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PIBROCH  OF  DONUIL  DHU. 


Summon  Clan  Con  - uil.  Come  a -way,  come  a - way.  Hark  to  the  sum-mons! 

at  In  - ver-loch  - y;  Come  ev  - 'ry  hill-plaid. and  True  heartthat wears  one, 

bride  at  the  al  - tar:  Leave  the  deer, leave  the  steer,  Leave  nets  and  barg  - es; 


Come  in  your  war  ar  - ray,  Gen  - ties  and  commons!  Come  a - way,  come  a - way. 
Come  ev  - 'ry  steel  blade,  and  Strong  hand  that  bears  one!  Come  ev  - ’ry  hill-plaid,  and 
Comewithyour  fight  - inggear,  Broad  swordand  targ-es!  Leave  the  deer,Ieave  the  steer, 


4.  Come  as  the  winds  come, when 
Forests  are  rended; 

Come  as  the  waves  come,  when 
Navies  are  stranded; 

Faster  come,  faster  come, 

Faster  and  faster; 

Chief,  vassal,  page,  and  groom, 
Tenant  and  master! 

Chorus Faster  come,  etc. 


5.  Fast  they  come,  fast  they  come. 

See  how  they  gather! 

Wide  waves  the  eagle  plume, 
Blended  with  heather. 

Cast  your  plaids,  draAV  your  blades, 
Forward  each  man  set! 

Pibroch  of  Donuil  Dhu, 

Knell  for  the  onset! 

Cast  your  plaids,  etc. 


THE  BLUE  BELLS  OF  SCOTLAND. 

Andante  modorato. 


Piano. 
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what  does  your  High.'and  laddie  wear? 

Uhl  what,  tell  me  what  does  your  Highland  laddie  wear? 

A bonnet  with  a lofty  plume,  and  on  his  breast  £,  plaid, 

And  it’s  oh!  iu  my  hei.rt  I loe  my  Highland  lad, 

A bonnet  wivh  a lofty  plume,  and  on  hio  breast  a plaid, 

And  it's  oh!  in  my  heait  I lo’e  my  Highland  lad . 

i-Oh!  what, tell  me  what  -f  yom  Highland  .'ad  be  slain? 

Oh!  what,,tell  me  what  if  your  Highland  lad  be  slain? 

Oh,  no!  true  love  will  be  his  guard  and  bring  him  safe  again 
For  It’s  oh!  my  heart  would  break  if  my  Highland  lad  were  slain 
Oh,  no!  true  love  will  be  his  guard  and  bring  him  safe  again 
hor  It's  ohi  my  heart  would  break  f my  Highland  lad  wore  slain. 
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MY  HEART  IS  SAIR  FOR  SOMEBODY, 


Moderato. 


Piano.  1 

r-  ^ ff 

1 

nif 
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CHARLIE  IS  MY  DARLING. 


4.  They’ve  left  their  bonnie  Hieland  hills, 
Their  wives  and  bairnies  dear. 

To  draw  the  sword  for  Scotland’s  Lord, 
The  young  Chevalier. 

Oh!  Charlie,  etc. 


5.  Oh!  there  were  mony  beating  hearts. 
And  mony  a hope  and  fear; 

And  mony  were  the  pray’rs  put  up 
For  the  young  Chevalier. 

Oh!  Charlie,  etc. 


O’  A’  THE  AIRTS  THE  WIN’  CAN  BLAW. 

Burns. 


a’  theairtsthe  win’  canblawl 
biaw,ye  westlinwiDds,bIawsaftA- 

;it  1 ...I 1 ^ 

dear  - ly  lo’e  the  west.  For 
mangtheleaf-y  trees, Wi’ 

herethebon-nie  las-sie  lives, The 
gen-tlegalefraehilland  dale  Bring 

TTir^ — J — J 

1 * 

1 
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Bums. 


JOHN  ANDERSON,  MY  JO. 


28 


ANNIE  LAURIE. 


1 . Max-well-ton braes  are 

2.  brow  is like  the 

3.  dew  on  the  gow-an 

bon-nie.  Where 

snaw-drift,  Her— 

ly  - ing  Is  the 

ear  - ly  fa’s the 

neck  is  like the 

fa’  o' her  fai  - ry 

dew.  And  i’ts 

swan,  Her_ 

feet;  And  like 

^ 

there  that  An-nie 
face  it  is  the 
winds  in  summer 

Lau-rie,  Gie'd  me  her  prom.ise  true,  Gie'd  me  herprom-ise 

fair.est  That  e’er  the  sun  shone  on_  That  e'er  the  sun  shone 

sigh-ing,  Her  voice  is  low  andsweet_  Her  voice  is  low  and 

^ 1^ 

1^  it 

true, 

on, 

sweet. 


Which  ne'er  for-got 
And_  dark  blue  is 
And  she’s  a’  the  world 


e’e:  fAndfor  bon-nie  An-nie  Lau-rie 


pp  ad  lid. 
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THE  FLOWERS  O’  THE  FOREST. 


IVeseenthe  for-est  A - dorn  . ed  the  fore-most,  Wi’  fWrso’  the  fair-est  baith 
0 fick-le  for-  tune!  Wh^this  cru-el  sport-iug?  Oh!  whythusper-plex  us  poor 


AULD  LANG  SYNE. 


ALLISTBR  MACALLISTER. 


Voice. 


Piano. 
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4.  Neist  rackle  handed  smithy  Joek. 

A'  blacken'd  o’er  with  coom  an  snmke. 
Wi’bletherinbleer-e’ed  Bess  did  yuk''. 
That  harum  scarura  queen. 

Oh,  Allister,  etc. 

5.  Ke  shook  his  doublets  in  the  wind, 

His  feet  like  hammers  strak  tlie  grund; 
The  very  moudie  warts  were  stunn’d 

Or  kenn’d  what  it  could  mean. 

Oh,  Allister,  etc. 


6.  Now  wanton  Willie  w’as  nablate, 

For  he  got  baud  o’ winsome  Kate; 

“Come  here,”  quo’  he,  "ni  show  the  gate 

To  dance  the  Highland  fling.” 

Oh,  Allister,  etc. 

7.  Now  Allister  has  done  his  best, 

And  weary  stumps  are  iieedin'rest; 
Besides  wi’  drouth  they 're  sair  distress’d, 

Wi’  dancing  sae  I ween. 

Oh,  Allister,  etc. 


8.  Itrow  the  gaimtree  got  a lift,- 

An’  round  the  bickers  flew  like  drift; 
An’  Allister  that  very  nicht. 

Could  scarcely  stand  his  lane. 

Oh.  Allister,  etc. 
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MY  LOVE  SHE’S  BUT  A LASSIE  YET. 


Piano. 


lightsome  love  - ly  las  - sie  yet;  It scarce  w"d  do  To  sit  an’  woo  Down 

neith  - er  plump  nor  gau  - cy  yet;  But  just  a jink -in;  Bon- nie  Blink  - in’ 

ver  - y breeze  that  kiss  . es  her;  The  flow  - ry  beds  On  which  she  treads,  Tho’ 


sent  a chal-lenge  frae  Dub  - bar, “ChaRli©  meet  me  an!—  ye — daur,  And 

Char-lie  look'd  the  let-ter  up  - on, He  drew  his  sword  the  8cabbardfrom,“Come, 


3.  “Now,  Johnnie, be  as  good  as  your  word, 
Come,  let  us  try  baith  fire  and  sword, 

And  dinna  flee  like  a frighted  bird 

That’s  chased  frae  its  nest  i’  the  morning’.’ 
Hey!  Johnnie  Cope,  etc. 

4.  When  Johnnie  Cope  he  heard  of  this, 

He  thought  it  wadna  be  a-miss 

To  hae  a horse  in  readiness 
To  flee  awa’  i’  the  morning. 

Hey!  Johnnie  Cope,  etc. 

5 . Fye.  now,  Johnnie,  get  up  aif  rin. 

The  Highland  bagpipes  mak’  a din; 

It’s  best  to  sleep  in  a hale  skin, 

For  ’twill  be  a bluidie  morning. 

Hey!  Johnnie  Cope,  etc. 


6.  When  Johnnie  Cope  to  Dunbar  came, 

They  speir’d  at  him, ‘‘Where’s  a’  your  men?” 
“The  deil  confound  me  gin  I ken, 

For  I left  them  a'  i’the  morning” 

Hey!  Johnnie  Cope,  etc. 

7.  Now,  Johnnie,  troth,  ye'were  nablate, 

To  come  wi’  the  news  o’  your  ain  defeat, 

And  leave  your  m^n  in  a sic  a strait, 

So  early  i’the  m^’hing. 

Hey!  Johnnie  Cope,  etc. 

8.  “In  faith’,’  quo’  Johnnie,  “I  got  sic  fiegs, 

Wi’ their  claymores  and  filabegs, 

If  I face  them  deil  break  my  legs, 
Solwishyou  a’  a good  morning’.' 

- Hey!  Johnnie  Copo.  etc. 
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GIN  A BODY  MEET  A BODY. 


Piano. 


Allegro  moderato. 


i 

p 

f f 

nif 

f 

P 

«• 

1.' 

Gin  a bo  - dy  meet  a bo  - dy 

Com  - in’  thro  the  rye, 

a. 

Gin  a bo  - dy  meet  a bo  - dy 

Com -in’  frae  the  town, 

3.  A - 

raang  the  trainthere  is  a swain  I 

dear-ly  lo’e  my-selj  But 

M-. 

r 1 1 1 '1 

II  1 1 ==i 

t--  ^ 

— # r — * — 

4 — i — 

p 
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Gin  a bo- dy  kiss  a bo-dy, 
Gin  a bo  - dymeet  a bo-dy, 
whathisname,  orwhaurhishame,! 

'feed  a bo-dy  cry? 
Need  a bo-dyfrown? 
din  - nacareto  tell.  - 

11  - ka  I 

11-  kal 

n - ka  1 

issie  has  her  laddie, 
iBsie  has  her  laddie, 
issie  has  her  laddie. 

-f  ^ -JT  Jr 

None,  they  say,  hae  I,  Yet  a’ 
Nane,  they  say,  hae  ^ Yet  a 
Nane,  they  say  hae  I,  Yet  a 

- 1 -- 

the  lads  they  sn 
the  lads  they  sir 
the  lads  they  sir 
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THE  YBLLOW-HAIB’D  LADDIE. 


2.  The  weather  is  cauid,and  my  claithing  is  thin; 
The  ewes  are  new  clipped, and  they  winnabught 
They  winna  bught  in,  although  I should  dee?  [in- 
0,  yellow- hair’d  laddie, be  kind  unto  me. 

They  winnabught  in,  although  I should  dee,- 
O.yellow-hair’d  laddie,  be  kind  unto  me. 


n,  The  goodwife  cries  butt  the  house,  Jenny,  come  ben. 
The  cheese  is  to  make,  and  thebutterfeto  kirn, 
Though  butter,  and  cheese,  and  a’  should  gang  sour. 
I'll  crack  and  I’ll  kiss  wi’ my  love  ae  hauf  hour; 
It’s  ae  lang  hauf  hour,  and  we’ll  e’en  make  it  three. 
For  the  yellow-hair’d  laddie  my  gudeman  shall  be. 


BONNIE  DUNDEE. 


f r IT  f p » 1 ff  f ff  t- 

Lords 

dee 

of  Con-ven.tksn’twas 
le  is  mounted,  he 

Cla-ver-house  spoke;  Ere  the 
rides  up  the  street,  The_ 

icing’s  crown  go  dow’ there  are 
bells  they  ringbackward.the 
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Be  there  lords  in  the  south, there  are  chiefs  in  the  north;  Ere  I own  a usurperl’ll  crouch  with  the  fox; 
There  are  brave  Duinnewassels  three  thousand  times  And  tremble,  false  whigs,  in  the  midst  oVour 

[three,  Igl©®) 

Will  cry,  “Hey  for  the  bonnets  o’ Bonnie  Dundee’.’  Ye  hae  no  seen  the  last  o’ my  bonnets  andnie. 
Conie  fillup  ray  cup.  etc.  Come  fillup  my  cup, etc. 


Burns, 


HEBE  AWA’,  THERE  AWA. 
Affettuoso, 


Piano. 


1.  Here  a - ws’ 

3,  Win  . ter  windsblew 

t J 

there  a - wa’ 
loud and 

J 

wan  - der  - ing 
eauld  at  our 

ar-r  J 

Wil  - lie, 
part-ingj 

P=|  1 , 

Here  a - wa!, 

Fears for  ray 
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3.  Rest,  ye  wild  storms  in  the.  cave^  of  your  8luniber8,-4.  But  oh!  if  he’s  faithless,  and  minds  i 

Flow  stillbetween  us, thou  wide  loaringmain! 


How  your  dread  howling  a lover  alarms! 
Wauken,  ye  breezes!  row  gently,  ye  billows! 

And  waft  my  dear  laddie  snce  ipsir  to  my  arms. 


May  I never  see  it,  may  I never  trow  it, 

But,  dying, believe  that  my  Willie’s  my  ain. 
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JOCK  O’  HAZELDEAN. 
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3.  A chain  o’ gold  ye  shall  not  lack, 

Nor  braid  to  bind  your  hair, 

Nnr  mettled  hound,  nor  managed  hawk. 
Nor  palfrey  fresh  and  fair; 

And  you,  the  foremost  o’  them  a’, 

Shall  ride  our  forest  queen  — 

But  aye  she  loot  the  tears  down  fa'. 

For  Jock  o’  Hazeldean. 


4.  The  kirk  was  deck’d  at  morning  tide, 

The  taper  glimmer’d  fair, 

The  priest  and  bridegroom  wait  the  bride, 
And  dame  and  knight  are  there. 

They  sought  her  baith  by  bower  and  haj 
The  lady  was  not  seen; 

She’s  o’er  the  border  and  awa’ 

Wi’  Jock  o’  Hazeldean. 


THE  BOATIE  ROWS. 


ll  t'lt  f.  1 ^ ff  rrr-,t-i  h 1.  t.l  n 1. 1 h 

weel  may  the 
cuistmy  lines  in 
weel  may  the 

boa-tie  row, And 
Lar-gc  Bay, And 
boa -tie  row  Thai 
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bet-ter  may  she  speed;  0 

fish-es  I caught  nine;  They’r 

fills  a heav  - y creel,  Andc 

weel—  may  the 
threeto  roast,  and 
leadsus  a frae 
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4.  When  Jamie  vow’d  he  wad  be  mine, 

And  wan  my  youthful  heart; 

0 muckle  lighter  grew  my  creel! 

He  swore  we'd  never  part. 

The  boatie  rows,  the  boatie  rows. 

The  boatie  rows  fu’  weel; 

And  muckle  lighter  is  the  lade 
When  love  bears  up  the  creel. 

5.  My  kurtch  I put  upon  ray  head. 

And  dress’d  mysel’  fu’  braw, 

1 trow  my  heart  was  dowf  and  wae 
When  Jamie  gaed  awa’ 

But  weel  may  the  boatie  row 
And  lucky  be  her  part; 

And  lightsome  be  the  lassie’s  care 
That  has  an  honest  heart. 


0.  When  Sandy,  Jock,  and  Janetie, 

Are  up,  and  gotten  lear, 

They’ll  help  to  gar  the  boatie  row, 
And  lighten  a our  care. 

The  boatie  rows,  the  boatie  rows, 

The  boatie  rows  fu’  wed; 

And  lightsome  be  the  heart  thet  bears 
The  merian  and  the  creel. 

7.  And  when  wi’  age  we’re  worn  down, 
And  hirpling  round  the  door, 

They’ll  help  to  keep  us  dry  and  warm 
As  we  did  them  before: 

Then  w'eel  may  the  boatie  row 
That  wins  the  bairn’s  bread, 

And  happy  be  the  Ipt  of  a’ 

That  wish  the  boatie  speed. 


HUNTINGTOWBR;  or‘'WHBN  YE  GANG  AWA’,  JAMIE’.’ 


That's  nae  gift  ava,  Jamie, 

Silk  aud  gowd  and  &,  laddie, 

There's  ne’er  a gown  in  a’the  land 
I'd  like  when  yeVe  awa’  laddie. 

Jamie.  When  I come  back  again,  Jeanie, 

Frae  a foreign  land,  lassie. 

I’ll  bring  wi’  me  a gallant  gay. 

To  be  your  ain  gudeman,  lassie. 

Jeanie.  Be  my  gudeman  yoursel’,  Jamie, 

Marry  me  yoursel’,  laddie, 

Aud  tak’  me  ower  to  Germanie, 

Wi’  you  at  hame  to  dwell,  laddie. 

Jamie.  1 dinna  ken  how  that  wad  do,  Jeanie, 

I dinna  see  how  that  can  be,  lassie. 

For  I’ve  a wife  and  bairnies  three. 

And  I’m  no  sure  how  ye’d  agree,  lassie, 
Jeanie.  Ye  should  hae  telt  roe  that  in  time,  Jamie, 
Ye  should  hae  telt  me  that  lang  syne, 
For  had  I kent  o’your  tause  heart.  ^laddie. 
Ye  ne’er  had  gotten  mine,  laddie. 


Jamie.  Your  een  were  like  a spell,  Jeanie, 

Mair  sweet  than  I could  tell,  lassie, 

That  ilka  day  bewitch’d  me  sae, 

I couldna  help  mysel’,  lassie. 

Jeavic.Qfi^  back  to  your  wife  and  hame,  Jamie, 
Gae  back  to  your  bairnies  three,  laddie, 
And  I will  pray  they  ne’er  may  thole 
A broken  heart  like  me,  laddie. 

Jamie.  Dry  that  tearfu’  e’e,  Jeanie, 

Grieve  nae  mair  for  me,  lassie, 

I've  neither  wife  nor  bairnies  three, 

And  I’ll  wed  nane  but  thee,  lassie. 

Jeanie.  Think  weel,  for  fear  you  rue,  Jamie, 

Ye’ll  no  get  ane  mair  true,  laddie; 

But  I have  neither  gowd  nor  lands, 

To  be  a match  for  you,  laddie. 

Jamie.  Blair  in  Athol’s  mine,  lassie, 

Pair  Dunkeld  is  mine,  lassie, 

Saint  Johnstoun’s  bower,  and  Huntingtower, 
And  a'  that's  mine  is  thine,  lassie. 
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LOGIE  O’  BUCHAN. 


Piano. 


dolce 


1.  It’s  • Lo  - gie  o’  Buchan  It's  Lo-gie  the  Laird,  Hehas  ta’en  a - wn 

3.  Though  San  - dy  has  ous-en,  has  gear,  and  has  kye,  A house  and  a 

3.  My_  dad  - die  looks  sul-ky,  my  min-nie  looks  sour,  They  flyte  ^up-on 


Ti  - ol  sae 

sma’, 

He  has 

taen 

a - ■wa’ 

Jam  - ie, 

the 

flow’r  o’ 

them 

staff  in  his 

hand. 

Be  - 

fore 

I’d  hae 

San  - dy 

wi’ 

hous - es 

and 

daughter  should 

do, 

They’re 

DO 

half'  sae 

dear  to 

me, 

Jam  - ie, 

as 

4. 1 Bit  on  my  creepie  aud  spin  at  my  wheel, 

And  think  on  the  laddie  that  lo’es  me  sae  weel; 
He  had  but  ae  six-pence,  he  brak’  it  in  twa, 
And  gied  me  the  half  o’t  when  he  gaed  awa’. 
Saying,  “Think  nae  lang,  lassie” etc. 


5.  Then  haste  ye  back,  Jamie,  and  bide  na  awa’. 
Then  haste  ye  back,  Jamie,  and  bide  na  awa'. 
The  simmer  is  cornin’,  cauld  winters  awa’, 

And  ye’ll  come  and  see  me  in  spite  o’  them  a'. 
Ye  said,  “Think  nae  lang,  lassie’,’  etc. 


BLUB  BONNETS  OVER  THE  BORDER. 


Ett-riok  and  Te-viot-dale,  Why,  my  lads,  din-na  ye  march 

^ 

for.ward  in  or  - der? 
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I. 

- ver  the  bor  - der.  3. 

3. 

/- 

Ma-ny  a ban-ner  spread,flu 
Comefrom  thehillswhereyour  hii 
Trumpets  are  sound  - jug,  wa 
s 

t-ters  a-boveyour  head, 

- sels  are  graz  - ing, 
rsteedsare  bound  - ing, 

-i 

Ma-ny  a crest  that  is  fa-mous  in  sto  . ry : Mount  and  make  r©a  - dy  then, 

Comefrom  the  glen  of  the  buck  and  the  roej Come  to  the  eragwhere  the 

Stand  toyour  arms,  and  march  in  good  or  - der;  Eng-landshall  many  a day 


V J ^ 

X'  7 
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sons  of  themoun-tain  glen,  Fight  for  your  Queen  and  the  old  Scot-tish  glo  - ry. 

bea  - con  in  blaz  - ing,  Come  with  the  buck- ler,  the  lance,  and  the  bow. 

tell  of  theblood-y  fray,  When  theblue  bon-netscame  o - ver  the  bor  - der.^ 


A HIGHLAND  LAD  MY  LOVE  WAS  BORN. 

Allegro  moderato. 


Piano. 


Hr  injjiijj  ^ji 

1.  X High-landlad  my  love  was  born.  The  Lawlandlawe  he  held  mscorn;Buthe 

3.  Withhisphil  - a - beg  and  tar  - tan  plaid.  And  gude  claymore  douu  by  his  side;  The 
3.  They  banished  him  be  - yond  the  sea;  But  ere  the  bud  was  on  the  tree,  A - 


still  was  faithrfiTl-  to  his  clan,  My  gal  - lant  braw  John  Highland-man.  Sing 

la-dies’hearts  he—  did  tre  . pan-My  gal  - lant  braw  John  Highland-man.  Sing; 

doun  my  cheeks  the_  pearlys  ran,  Em  - brao-ing  my_  John  Highland-man.  Sing 


THE  LASS  O’GOWRIE. 


«u 


Moderate. 


Piano. 


sun  gaed  doun,  My  las  - sie  in  a braw  new  goun  Cairf  oer__  the  hills  to 

arms  I flang,  And  said,  my  las-sie,  will  ye  gang  To  see_  the  Carse  o’ 

cheeks  soonspread, She  w'hisper'c  raod-est  - ly  and  said,  I’ll  gang  wi’  you  to 


Gnw-rie.  The  rosebud  wut  wi’_  morn  - ing  show’rBloomsfreshwith-in  the_ 

Gow-rie?  I’ll  tak’  ye  to  my_  fa  - ther’s  ha'  In yon  greenfield  be  - 

Gow-rie.  The  aultf  folk  soon  gied  their  con.  sent,  Syne  for  Mess  John  they 
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La  - dy 

Cow-rie. 

Gow-rie. 

Gow-rie. 
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WHA’LL  BE  KING  BUT  CHARLIE? 


fer  - lie,  For  ships  o’  war  hae  just  come  in  And  laud- ed  Roy-al  Charlie!  Come 

Air  - lie,  Hae  to  a man  de-clar*d  to  stand.  Or  fa  wi'  Roy-al  Charlie. Come 

laird,  hae  De-elar'd  for  Scot-land’skingand  law,  An’spier  ye  whabutCharlie?Cora0 
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4.  There’s  ne’er  a lass  in  a the  land 
But  vows  baith  late  and  early, 

To  man  she’ll  ne’er  gie  heart  or  hand 
Wha  w'adna  fight  for  Charlie. 
Come  thro’  the  heather,  etc. 


5.  Then  here’s  a health  to  Charlie’s  cause, 
And  be’t  complete  and  early; 

His  very  name  my  heart’s  blood  w’arms. 
To  arms  for  Royal  Charlie! 

Come  thro' the  heather, etc. 
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Welcome  to  your  go  - ry  bed,  Or  to  vie  - to  - rie!  Nows  the  day  an’  now’s  the  hour. 
Whasae  base  as  be  a slave?  Let  him  turnandflee!  Wha,forScotland’8  king  an’  law, 
We  willdrainourdear-est veins,  But  theyshall  be  free.  Lay  theproud  u - surp-ers  low! 
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See  the  front  of 
Freedom’sswordwoulc 
Tyrants  fall  in 

bat-tie  louT; 
stTOnglydraw, 
ev  - ’ry  foe! 

See  approehproud  EdwardbpowVjCliains  and  sla  - ve  - rie! 
?reenian6tand,and  free-man  fa’,  Let  hinr  on  wi’  me! 
Lib-er-ty’s  in  ev  - ry  blow!  Let  us  do  or  dee! 
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THE  WABFU’ HEART. 


OH,  WHY  LEFT  I MY  HAMB? 


5« 


3.  Oh!  here  no  sabbath  bell 
Awakes  the  sabbath  mojn, 
Nor  song  of  reapers  heard  - 
Ainang  the  yellow  corn: 

For  the  tyrant’s  voice  is  here, 
And  the  wail  of  slaverie; 
But  the  sun  of  freedom  shines 
In  my  ain  countrie. 


4.  There’s  a hope  forev’rywoe, 
And  a balm  for  ev’ry  pain, 
But  the  first  joys  of  our  heart 
Come  never  back  again 
Thei'e’s  a track  upon  tho  deep, 
And  a path  across  the  sea, 
But  the  weary  ne’er  return 
To  their  ain  countrie. 


THE  EWB-BUGHTS. 
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4.  Fve  nine  milk  ewes,  my  Marion, 
A cow  and  a brawny  quey; 

I'll  gift  them  a’  to  iny  Marion, 
Just  on  her  bridal  day. 


6.  I’m  young  and  stout,  my  Marion, 
Nane  dances  like  me  on  the  green; 
And  gin  ye  fprsake  me,  Marion, 

I'll  e’en  gae  draw  up  wi' Jean. 


5.  And  ye’s  got  a green  sey  apron, 
And  waistcoat  o’ London  brown. 
And  wow  but  ye  will  be  vapring 
Whene’er  ye  gang  to  the  town. 


7.  Sae  piit  on  youi-  pearlii^  Marion, 
And  kirtle  o’  cramasie; 

And  when  ev’ning  comes,  my  Marion, 
Then  I'll  come  west  and  see  thee. 


58 


ROSLIN  CASTLE. 
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heard  the  swain,  Am 
self  a - dorn,  Am 

1 1 

ech-oed  back  the  cheerfulstrain. 
hddnewgrac-es  to  the  morn! 

1 ^ 

^ -J. 
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Each  feather’d  warbler  tunes  his  lay: 
’Tis  beauty  fires  the  ravished  throng, 
And  love  inspires  the  melting  song. 
Then  let  my  raptured  notes  arise, 

For  beauty  darts  from  Nannie’s  eyes. 
And  love  my  rising  bosom  warms, 
And  fills  my  soulwith  sweet  alarms. 


4. 0 come,  my  love!  thy  Colin’s  lay 
With  rapture  calls,  o come  away! 

Come,  while  the  Muse  his  wreath  shall  t^^Mne 
Around  that  modest  brow  of  thine . 

Oh,  hither  haste,  and  with  thee  bring 
That  beauty  blooming  like  the  spring, 
Those  graces  that  divinely  shine. 

And  eliarm  this  ravished  heart  of  mine. 


SCOTLAND  YET. 
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3.  Her  thistls-wags  upon  the  fields, 

Where  Wallace  bore  his  blade, 

That  gave  her  foemen’s  dearest  bluid, 

To  dye  her  auld  grey  plaid. 

And  looking  to  the  lift,  my  lads, 

He  sang  this  doughty  glee, 

Auld  Scotland’s  right  and  Scotland’s  might, 
And  Scotland’s  hills  for  me: 

I’ll  drink  a cup  to  Scotland,  etc. 


4.  They  tell  o’  lands  wi'  brighter  skies, 

Where  freedom's  voice  ne’er  rang; 

Q-ie  me  the  hills  where  Ossian  dwelt, 

And  Coila's  minstrel  sang! 

For  I've  nae  skill  o’  lands,  my  lads, 

That  ken  na  to  be  free; 

Then  Scotland’s  right  and  Scotland’s  might, 
And  Scotland’s  hills  for  me: 

I’ll  drink  a cup  to  Scotland,  etc. 
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DOWN  THE  BURN,  DAVY  LOVE. 


G3 


3.  Her  cheeks  were  rosy  red  and  white, 

Her  een  was  bonny  blue, 

Her  locks  were  like  Aurora  bright; 

Her  lips  like  dropping  dew. 

Blithe  Davy’s  blinks  her  heart  did  move 
To  speak  her  mind  thus  free, 

Gang  down  the  burn,  Davy  love,  etc. 


4.  As  fate  had  dealt  to  him  a routh, 
Straight  to  the  kirk  he  led  her, 

There  plighted  her  his  faith  and  truth, 
And  a bonny  bride  he  made  her. 

No  more  asham’d  to  own  her  love 
Or  speak  her  mind  thus  free, 

Gang  down  the  burn,  Davy  love,  etc. 


WAE’S  MB  FOB,  PRINCE  CHARLIE. 


Piano. 


THE  LASS  0’  PATIE’S  MILL. 
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O WALY,WALY  UP  THE  BANK. 


up  the  bank,  And 
love  • 18  bon-nie  A 
be  my  bed, The 

wa  - ly,  wa  - ly 
lit  - tie  time  while 
lieets  shall  ne'er  be  i 

down  the  brae,  And 
it  is  new;  But 
ress’dby  me;  St. 

wa  - ly  by  yon 
when  ft’s  auld  it 

An-tnns  well  shall 
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riv-  er-side, Where 
wax-es  cauld,  And 
be  mydrinJt, Since 

I and  my  love 
fades  a - wa  like 
my  true  love’s  for  - 

wont  to  gae.  I 
morn  - ing  dew.  0,  \ 
sak  - en  me.  Mar 

eant  my  back  un  - 
vhere-fore  should  I 
tin  - mas  wind,  when 
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to  an  aik,  I t 

busk  myhead?  Or_  i 
wilt  thou blaw,  An’ 

aought  it  V 
vhere-fore  8 
shake  thegr 

as  a 

lould  I 

een  leave 

trus-ty  tree!  But 
kame  my  hair?  For 

8 aff  the  tree?  0 
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first  it  bow'd  and 
ray  true  love  has 
gen- tie  death, when 
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’Tis  not  sic  cauldthat  makes  me  cry, 

But  my  love’s  heart’s  grown  cauld  to  me. 
When  we  cam’  in  by  Glasgow  toun, 

We  were  a comely  aichtto  see; 

My  love  w^as  clad  in  the  black  velvet, 

An’  I mysel’  in  cramasie. 


I'd  lock’d  my  heart  in  a case  o’  gold, 
An’  pinn’d  it  wi’  a siller  pin. 

And  oh!  if  my  young  babe  were  born, 
An  set  upon  the  nurse’s  knee, 

An’  I mysel’ were  dead  an’gane, 

An’  the  green  grass  growin  over  me! 


4.  Out  spake  the,  bride's  brither. 

As  he  cam’  in  wi‘  the  kye_ 
Poor  Willie  wad  neer  hae  ta’en  ye 
Had  he  kejit  ye  as  wee]  as  I; 
For  ye’re  baiih  proud  and  saucy. 

And  no  for  a poor  man’s  wife? 
Oin  I eanna  get  a better. 

I'se  ne’er  tak’ane  i’  my  life. 
Woo’d  and  married,  etc. 


5.  The  bridegroom  he  spake  neist. 
And  he  spake  up  wi'  pride_ 
’Twas  no  for  gowd  <jr  gear 
I sought  you  for  my  bride: 
ril  be  prouder  o'  you  at  hame, 
Although  our  haddin'  be  sraa’. 
Than  gin  I had  Kate  o’  Croft, 

Wi’  per  pearlins  and  In-ooehes  a 
Woo’d  and  rna/Tted  ‘Oc 


THE  LAND  0’ THE  LEAL. 
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TULLOCHGORUM. 


rs 


- i J).  ^ j).  ^ i-  -h  li>  i-  ff  1 

1. 

2. 

3. 

-p*  ^rrr/r" 

Come 

0, 

I’here 

Let 

gie’s  a sang, Montgom’rycried, And 
Tul-loch-go-rum’s  my  de-light,  It 
needs  na  be  saegreata  fraiseJVi’ 
warldlymindsthemselvesoppressWi’ 

lay  yourdisputes  a’  a-sidejWhat 
gars  us  a’  in  aneu-nite,  And 
dringiiigdull  1 - tal-iaulays;  I 
fears  o’  want  and  double  cess,  And 

P 
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8ig  - ni  - fies’t  for  folks  to  chide  For  what's  been  done  be  - fore them.  Let 

on  - y Bomph  that  keeps  up  spite.  In  con-science  I ab  - hor him.  For 

wad  - na  gie  our  ain  strathspeys  For  hauf  - a -hun-der  score  o’  them. They’re 
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Whig  and  To  . ry  a a - gree  To  spend  the  night  with  mirth  and  glee.  And 

blythe  and  mer  - ry  we’ll  be  a’,  As  lang  as  we  hae  breath  to  draw,  And 

dowf  and  dow  - ie  at  the  best,  Their  A/  - le-groa,  and  a the  rest:  They 

we  sae  sour  and  sul  - ky  sit,  Wi’  nei  - thersense,  nor  mirth, nor  wit,  Nor 

1 i , 1 

5.  May  choicest  blessings  aye  attend 
Each  honest,  open-hearted  friend, 
And  calm  and  quiet  be  his  end, 

And  a’  that’s  gude  watch  o’er  him. 
May  peace  and  plenty  be  his  lot, 
Peace  and  plenty,  peace  and  plenty, 
Peace  and  plenty  be  his  lot, 

And  dainties  a great  store  o’  em; 
May  peace  and  plenty  be  his  lot, 
Unstaiu’d  by  ony  vicious  blot, 

And  may  he  never  want  a groat, 
^That’s  fond  o’  Tullochgorum! 


6.  Buv.  for  the  discontented  fool 
Who  loves  to  be  oppression’s  tool, 
May  envy  gnaw  his  rotten  soul, 

And  discontent  devour  him! 

May  dool  and  sorrow  be  his  chance, 
Dool  and  sorrow,  dool  and  sorrow, 
Dool  and  sorrow  be  his  chance. 

And  nane  sayjWae’s  me  for  him: 
May  dool  and  sorrow  be  his  chance, 
And  a’  the  ills  that  came  frae  France 
Whae’er  he  be  that  winna  dance 
The  reel  o’  Tullochgorum! 
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BARBARA  ALLAN. 


Larghetto 


in  and  a-bout  the  Mart’- maa  time, Whenthe  greeuleaves  were  a - fall-in.  That 

slow-Iy, slow  - ly went  she  up,  To  the  place  where  he was  ly-in’,  And 

din- na  ye  mind, young  man,  she  said, When  ye  was  inthetaverna  - drinkin’  That 


Sir  John  Graham,  in  thewest  coun-trie.  Fell  in  love  wi' Bar  - b’ra_  Al-lan.  He 
when  she — drew  the — cur- tain  by,  Young  man,  I think  yere  dy- in’.  It’s 
ye  made  the  healthsgae  round  and  round,  And  slicht-it  Bar  - b'ra_  Al-lan.  He 


h 


sent  his  man  down  throughths  town  To  the  placewhere  she  was  dwal-lin’  0 

oh,  Ihisick,  Tm  vor  - y sick,  And  it’s  a for  Bar-Fra  A1  - Ian;  0,  the 

turn’d  his  face  un  - to  the  wa',  And death  was  with  him  deal  - in’;  A 
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haste  and  come  to  my 
bet-ter  for  me  ye’se 
dieu,  a . dieu,  ray  c 

-P  1 — — ^ — 

mas  - ter  dear.  Gin 

nev  - er  be  Tho’yourl 

^ar  friends  a',  And  be 

ye  be  Bar-b’ra  Al-lan. 
eart’sbluid were  a - spill-in’. 
<ind  to  Bar-b’ra  A1 . Ian. 

^ -ih 

ff|| — .'9 ^ — Ja : 1 
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And  slowly,  slowly  rase  she  up. 

And  slowly,  slowly  leff  him. 

And  sighin’,  said, she.  could  not  stay, 
Since  death  ol'life  had  reft  him. 


She  had-iia  gane  a mile  buttwa. 

When  she  heard  the  rieid-bell  ringin’. 
And  ev’ry  jow  the  deid-bell  gi’ed 
It  cried,  Wae  to  Barbara  Allan. 


0,  mother,  mother  inak'  my  bed, 
And  niak'  it  saft  and  narrow; 
Since  my  love  died  for  me  to-day 
I'll  die  for  him  to-inurrow. 


LOUDON  K nONiNIE  WOODS  AND  BRAES. 


1.  Lou-dohsbon-niewoodsandbraes,  I maun  i»-a’ theio  a’ las-sie;  Wha  canthoiewheiiBritain’sfaes 

S.  Hark!theswell-iug  bu-gle  rings.Yieldingjoy  lu  fliee.  lad-d  e-  But  thedole-fnl  bu-gle  brings 
3.  0.  resume  thy wont-ed  smile,  0,  suppiess  thy  fears,  las.sie:  Glorious  honour  crownsthe  foil 


Wad  gib  Bri  - tons  law,  las  - sie? 

Wa©  - fu  thochts  to  me,  lad  - die. 

That  the  sol- diet*  shaves,  las  . sie.  B 

■^'ha  wad  si 
^ane  - !j 
eavh  will  sh 

lun  the  field  0’  dan  - ger? 

[ maun  climb  the  moan  taiu, 
eld  thy  faith- ftil  lov  - er 
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Wha  to  fame -would  live  a strong- er? 
Lane-ly  stray  be  - side  the  foun-tain, 
Till  the  venge-ful  strife  is  o - ver; 

Now  when  free-dom  bids  a - venge  her, 
Still  the  wea  - ry  mo- ments  count  - in’, 
Phen  we’ll  meet,  naeinair  to  se  - ver 

1 S — 1— . ^ 

seen  our  hap  - py  bri  - dal  days;  And  gen  - tie  hope  shall  soothe  thy  waes  When 
ven-geancedrives  his  crim-son  ear,  Thou'It  may  - be  fa’  frae  me  a - far,  And 
spend  our  peace-ful  hap-py_days,  As  blythe’s  yon  light-some  lamb  that  plays  On 
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GET  UP  AND  BAR  THE  DOOR. 


4.  They  made  a paction  'tween  them  twa, 

They  made  it  firm  and  sure,  0! 
Wha-ever  should  speak  the  foremost  word, 
Should  rise  and  bar  the  door,  0! 

5.  Then  by  there  cam’  twa  gentlemen, 

At  twelve  o’clock  at  night,  0! 

And  they  could  see  neither  house  nor  ha’, 
Nor  coal  nor  candle  light,  0! 

6.  Now,  whether  is  this  a rich  man’s  house, 

Or  whether  is  it  a poor.  0? 

But  ne’er  a word  wad  ane  o’  them  speak. 
For  barring  o’ the  door,  0! 

7.  And  first  they  ate  the  white  puddius, 

And  syne  they  ate  the  black, 0! 

Tho*  muekle  thouglitthe  gudewife  to  hersel’ 
Yet  ne’er  a word  she  spak’  0 ! 


8.  Then  the  ane  unto  the  other  said— 

“Here,  man,tak’ye  my  knife,  0! 

Do  ye  tak’  affthe  auld  man's  beard, 

And  I’ll  kiss  the  gudewife,  0!" 

9.  “But  there’s  nae  water  in  the  house, 

And  what  will  we  do  then,  0!’’ 
'•■What.ails  you  at  the  puddin’broo, 

That  boils  into  the  pan,  0?” 

10.  0 up  then  started  our  gudeman, 

And  an  angry  man  was  he,  0! 

“Will  ye  kies  my  wife  before  my  een, 

And  scaud  me  wi’ puddin’bree,0!” 

11.  Then  up  and  started  our  gudewife, 

died  three  skips  on.the  floor,  Oi 
“Gudeman,  ye’ve  spoken  the  foremost  word 
Get  up  and  bar  the  door,  0!” 


I’M  GLAD  MY  HEART’S  MY  AIN  YET. 


■JO 


1.  It’s  nover-y  long  n - go, 

2.  It’s  no  that  I say  itmy-sel,’ 

I’m  no so  ver  - y braw, 

4.  But  nowtheyarebuckledto-gith  - er, 


Since  I had  a lad  of  my  ain,  But  he’s 

But all the  neighbors  can  tell,  That  I 

But  I think  I’m  just as  bon-nie,  As 

Oh,  may  they  be  hap-py  for  life,  But  a 
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BONNIE  LADDIE,  HIGHLAND  LADDIE. 


Piano. 


High-land  lad-die?  On  his  head  a 

High-land  lad-diejThat  frae  the  field  he 
High-land  lad-die;  But  bless -ings  on  the 


bon  - net  blue, 
ne’er  would  flee, 
kilt  - ed_Clans, 


Bon-nie  lad  - die, 
Bon-nie  lad  - die, 
Bon-nie  lad  - die, 
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THE  BIRKS  OF  ABERPELDY. 


Bur7is. 

Moderato. 

Piano.  < y 
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4.  The  lioary  cliffs  are  crown’d  wi’flow’rs. 
White  o'er  the  linns  the  burnie  pours, 
And.  rising, weets  wi’  misty  showers 
The  hirks  of  Aberfeldy. 

Bonnie  lassie  etc. 


5.  Let  fortune’s  gifts  at  random  flee, 
They  ne’er  shall  draw  a wish  frae  me, 
Supremely  blest  wi’  love  and  thee 
In  the  birks  of  Aberfeldy. 

Bonnie  lassie  etc. 


MARIE  STUART’S  FAREWELL. 
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DUNCAN  GRAY. 
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4.  How  it  comes  let  Doctors  tell, 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooiif  o’tj 
Meg  grew  sick  as  he  grew  hale, 

Ha.  ha,  the  wooin’  o’t. 

Something  in  her  bosom  wrings, 

B’or  relief  a sigh  she  brings; 

And.  0!  her  een.they  spak’  sic  things, 
Ha,  ha,  the  wooin’  o’t. 


5.  Duncan  was  a lad  o’  grace, 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooin’  o’t; 

Maggie’s  was  a piteous  case, 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooin’  o’t. 

Duncan  couldna  be  her  death, 
Swelling  pity  srooor’d  his  wrath, 
Now  they’re  erouse  and  canty  baith, 
Ha,  ha,  the  wooin’  o’t. 


THE  WEARY  FUND  0’  TOW. 
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end  her  life  Be-fore  she  spin  her 


tow.  1.  I bought,  my  wife  a 

2. There  sat  a hot  - tie 

3.  Quo'  I,  For  shame,  ye 

4.  At  last  her  feet  I 


stane  o’  lint,  As 
in  a bole,  Be- 
dor  - ty  dame,  Gae 
sang  to  see't,  Gaed 


guid  as  eer  did  grow, 
yont  the  in,gle  lowe, 
spin  your  tap  o’  tow! 
fore-most  o’er  the  knowe; 


An  a’  that  she  has  made  o’  that  Is  ae  puirpundo'  row. 

An’ aye  she  look  the  tith  -er  souk  Todioukthe  stou-rie  tow. 

She  took  the  rock,  and  wi’  a knock,Shebrak’ it  o’er  my  pow. 

Alu’  or  rn  wed  a-nith-er  jade,  I’ll  waUlop  in  a tow. 


s« 


THE  HIHHLANDMAN’S  TOAST. 


1.  Scotland,  the  land  of  the 
3.  Fam’d  is  the  name  of  our 
3.  Wave  on,6ternthis.tle!wave 

I.  J • ■ jj-  7 m 

this -tie  and  heather,  r 
own  he  - ro,  Wallace  Whos 
on,  bon-nie  heather! 

Scot-  land  the  land  of  the 
ebrave heart  to  Scot-land  was 
Grow  o’er  the  graves  where 
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COME  UNDER  MY  PLAIDIE. 

Burris. 


night'ggaun  to  fa;  Come 
Don -aid,  gae  Va,  I 
fast  to  the  wa,  Your 

in  frae  the  cauld  blast,  the 
fear  ua  the  cauldblast,  the 
Jock’s  but  a gowk,  and  has 

drift,  and  the  snaw,-  Come 
drift,  or  the  suaw;  Gae 
nae-thing  a - va;  The 

^ 

-»■: 

— *•  

un-der  my  plaidie  and 
’wa  wi’  your  plaidie!  Til 
hale  o’  his  pack  he  has 

sit  down  be -side  me, There’ 
no  sit  be -side  ye,  Ye 
now  on  his  back,  He’s 

room  iut,dear  las  sie,  be  . 
might  be  mygutch-er—  auld 
thret-ty,  and  I am  but 

-J-* 
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sit  down  be -side  me, There’s  room  in’t,  dear  las- sle,  be  - lieve  me,  for  twaV 
grace -fu*  or  tight -ly,  His  cheek’s  like  the  new  rose,  his  brow’s  like  the  snaw.” 
chaise  for  to  ride  in,  An’  flun-kies-  to  ’tend  ye  as  aft 


4.  “My  father  aye  tauld  me,  my  mither  arf  a’, 

Yed  mak’  a gude  husband  and  keep  me  aye  braw; 

It’s  true  I lo’e  Johnnie,  he’s  young  and  he’s  bonnie, 

But  waes  me,  I ken,  he  has  naething  ava! 

I ha’e  little  tocher,  ye’ve  made  a gude  offer, 

I’m  now  mair  than  twenty,  my  time  is  but  sma’! 

Sae  gi’e  me  your  piaidie,  I’ll  creep  in  beside  ye, 

I thought  ye’d  been  aulder  than  three -score  and  twa’.' 

5.  She  crap  in  ayont  him,  beside  the  stane  wa’ 

Where  Johnnie  was  list’ning,  and  heard  hertell  a’; 

The  day  was  appointed!—  his  proud  heart  it  dunted, 

And  strak  ’gainst  his  side  as  if  burstin’  in  twa. 

He  wander’d  home  weary,  the  night  it  was  dreary, 

And  thowlese  he  tint  his  gate  ’mang  the  deep  snaw; 

The  howlet  was  soreamirf,  while  Johnnie  cried,  “Women 
Wad  marry  auld  Nick,  if  he’d  keep  them  aye  braw!’ 

B.  0!  the  deil’s  in  the  lasses!  they  gang  now  sae  braw, 

They  tak’  up  wi’  auld  men  o’  four-.score  and  twa; 

The  hale  o’ their  marriage  is  gowd  and  a carriage. 

Plain  love  is  the  cauidest  blast  now  that  canblaw. 

Auld  dotards,  be  wary!  tak’  tent  wha  you  marry, 

Young  wives,  wi’  their  coaches,  they’ll  whup  and  they’ll  ca’; 
Till  they  meet  wp  some  Johnnie  that’s  youthful  and  bonnie, 
When  theyil  wish  that  their  auld  men  were  dead  and  awa’.” 
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ROY’S  WIFE  OF  ALDIVALLOCH. 


BONNIE  PRINCE  CHARLIE. 


Piano. 


Saw 

ye 

the 

lads 

wi’ 

their 

Health 

to 

Me  . 

- Don  - 

aid 

and 

Brave 

Mack  - 

- in  - 

tosh 

he 

shall 

Ron  . 

- aid 

and 

Don  - 

aid, 

drive 

bon  - nets  an’  white  cock  - ades, 

gal  - lant  Clan  Ron  - aid,  For 

fly  to  the  field  wi’  them; 

on  wi’  the  broad  clay  - more, 
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Fini‘ 
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AFTON  WATER. 


Bunift. 
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Af  - ton,  a - 
eoh  - 0 re  - 

Af  - ton,  thy_ 
•banks  and  green 

mang  thy  green 
ounds  thro’  the 
neighbour  - ing 
val-Ieys  be  . 

braes.  Flow 
glen,  Ye 

hills,  Far  r 

low.  Where 

gent  - ly.  I'll 
wild  whist -ling 
nark'd  with  the 
wild  in  the 

sing  thee  a 

blackbirds  in 

cours-es  of 

wQodlands  thei_ 
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fa 

rrt 

earn. 

ir. 

e. 

e. 
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5.  Thy  crystal  stream,  Afton,  how  lovely  it  glides  6.  Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  amang  thy  green'^  ’ 
And  winds  by  the  cot  where  my  Mary  resides!  Flow  gently,  sweet  river,the  theme  of  my  lays. 
How  wanton  thy  waters  her  snowy  feet  lave  My  Mary’s  asleep  by  thy  murmuring  stream, 

As  gath’ring  sweet  f low’rets  she  stems  thy  clear  wave.  Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton.  disturb  not  her  dream , 


Piano. 


KELVIN  GROVE. 


1.  Let  us  haste  to  Kel  - vin  grove,  bon-nie  las  - sie,  0;  Thro’  its 

2.  Let  us  wan-der  by  the  mill,  ' bon-nie  las  - sie,  0,  To  the 

3-  0 Kel -vinbanks  are  fair,  bon-nie  las  - sie,  0,  When  the 


OH 


mid-night  fai-ries  glide,  bonnie  las-sie,  0. 
mountains  rock  - y hall,  bonnie  las-sie,  0. 
yel  - low  banks  o’  broom, bonnie  las-sie,  0. 


4.  Tho’  I dare  not  call  thee  mine,  bonnie  ]as8ie,0,6.Then  farewell  to  Kelvin  grove, bonnie  lassie.O, 
As  the  smile  of  fortune’sthine,  bonnie  lassie, 0,  And  adieu  to  all  I love,  bonnie  lassie,  0, 

Yet  with  fortune  on  my  side,  To  the  river  winding  clear, 

I could  stay  thy  father’s  pride,  To  the  fragrant  scented  brier, 

And  win  thee  for  my.  bride, bonnie  lassie,  0.  Even  to  thee  of  alljnost  dear,  bonnie.  lassie,  0. 


5.  But  the  frowns  of  fortune  lour, bonnie  lassie,  0,  7.  When  upon  a foreign  shore,  bonnie  lassie,  0, 


On  thy  lover  at  this  hour,  bonnie  lassie,  0, 
Ere  yon  golden  orb  of  day 
Wake  the  warblers  on  the  spray. 

From  this  land  I must  away, bonnie  lassie,  0. 


Should  I fall  ^idst  battle’s  roar,  bonnie  lassie,  0, 
Then,  Helen,  shouldst  thou  hear 
Of  thy  lover  on  his  bier, 

To  his  memory  shed  atear,  bonnie  t.assie.  0! 


LBEZIE  LINDSAY. 
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BURNS  AND  SCOTLAND  YET! 


i.  Old 
S.  He 

3,  The 

Eng. land  boasts  Will 
rais’d  and  prais'd  the 
lave,  rock  in  the 

Shakespeare’s  name,  A 
Cot  - tar’s  hearth, Anc 
8um-mer  lift,  The 

glo-ry  time  can 
hallow’d  aye  the 
dai.sy  on  the 

ne’er  ob-scure,  Anc 
lov-  er’s  scene;  The 
mountain  sod.  The 

1 1 
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Ire-land’s  dark.eyed 
ere  - dit  gave  to 
ro  . bin  ’mang  the 

daughters  claim  As 
hon.  est  worth,  And 
snaw.y  drift,  The 

the 

he 

fie 

ir’a  the  ly.  ric 
d mere  rank  no 
d-mouse  skirt-in’ 

muse  of  Moore;  But 
worth  a preen.  He 
owre  the  clod.  The 

/Ts 
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here’s  to  rhym-ing 
sang  wi’  pride  our 
auld  plough-horse, the 

Rob-bie  Burns  Whos« 
tiills  andvales,  And 
lood-ie  craw,  The 

sun  of  fame  shal 
made  our  streams  in 
cat  - tie  cow  - ’ring 

nev-  er  set;  And 
mu.sic  flow,  His 
frae  the  storm,  A 

^ — 4^  ^ J- 

i » 
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4.  This  nichtjWhere-ever  Scotchmen  meet, 

At  hame,  or  far  ayont  the  brine, 

Fond  hearts  the  claims  of  memory  greet, 

Wi’  “Bonnie  DobaJ’  and  "Auld  iang  syne’.' 
Far,  far  from  Scotland’s  lowly  homes 
The  exile  owns  their  rnelting  charm; 

For  still, where-over  the  Scotchman  roams, 
His  heart  wi'  Burns’s  sangs  is  warm. 

Then,  here’s  to  rhyming  Robbie  Burna.etc. 


6.  There  may  be  grander  names  than  Burns, 
But  none  that  comes  the  heart  so  near; 

And  while  the  “twentyfifth”  returns, 

We’ll  hail  it  wi’  a social  cheer, 

As  first  of  men,  and  best  of  bards, 

Sense,  wit,  and  humour  on  his  side. 

Wha  claims  this  nicht  our  warm  regards? 

It’s  Robbie  Burns,  auld  Scotland’s  pride! 
Then,here%to  rhyming  Robbie  Bnrns.efc 


LOCH  LOMON’. 
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nif 
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ye’ll  tak’  the  high  road,  an’ 

r 

1 tak’  the  low  road,  An'  I' 

1 b 

in  Scot-land  a - 
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fore  ye;  But  me  an’  ttiy  true  love  will  nev.  er  meet  a-gain.  On  the 
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bon-nie,  boii-nie  banks  o’  Loch  Lo  - mon._ 


( Zff.9/  Verse. 
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Lo  - mon._ 
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‘Sss. 
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O,  WILLIE  BREW’D  A PECK  O’ MAUT. 


Burns. 


Myth  - er  hearts  that  lee -land  night  Yb_  wad  . na  find  in  Christen-die., 
mony  a nieht  weVe  mer-ry  been,  And  men  - y mae  we  hope  to  bej 


We_ 
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3.  It  is  the  moon—  I ken  her  horn_ 
That’s  blinking  in  the  lift  sae  hie; 
She  shines  sae  brichtto  wile  us  hame. 
Bur  by  my  sooth  she’ll  wait  a wee. 
We  are  na  fou,  etc. 


4.  Wha  first  shall  rise  to  gang  awa. 
A cuckold,  coward  loon  is  he! 
Wha  last  beside  his  chair  shall  fa’, 
He  is  the  king  amang  us  three! 
We  are  na  fou,  etc. 


MARY  MORISON. 

Affettuoso. 
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cresc. 


smiles  and  glan-ces  let 
thee  my  fan  - cy__  took 
canst  thou  break  that  heart 


me  see,  That  mak’the  mis  - 
its  wing,  I sat,  but  neith 
of  his,Whase  on  - ly  fault 


ers  treasure  poor.  How 
er  heard  nor  saw.  Tho’ 
is  lov  - ing  thee?  If 
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LAST  MAY  A BRAW  WOOER. 


nurns. 


2.  H«  spak’  o’  the  darts  o'  my  bonnie  black  e'en. 

And  vow’d  for  my  love  he  was  deeiii; 

I said  he  micht  dee  when  he  liked  for  Jean; 
The  guide-sakes  forgie  me  for  leein,  for  leein’ 
The  guide-snkes  forgie  me  for  leein! 

3. *  A weel-stockit  mailin’,  himsel’  o’t  the  laird. 

And  marriage  aff-hand  was  his  proffer. 

I never  loot  on  that  I kennri  it  or  cared;  (offer. 
But  thoeht  I micht  hae  a waur  offer, wanr 
But  thoeht  I micht  ha’e  a waur  offer. 

4.  But  what  do  ye  think,  in  a fortnicht  or  less— 

The  diel'S  in  his  taste  to  gang  near  her!_ 

He  up  the  Q-ateslaek  to  my  blaok  cousin  Bess— 
Guess  ye  how,  the  jaud!  I could  bear  her,  could 
Guess  ye  how,tlieJaud!I  could  bear  her!  fbearher, 


5.  But  a the  next  week,  as  I fretted  wi’  care, 

I gaed  to  the  tryst  o’  Dalgarnock; 

And  wha  but  my  braw  fickle  wooer  was  there? 
Wha  glower'd  as  if  he’d  seen  a warlock,  awar- 
Wha  glower'd  as  if  he'd  seen  a warlock,  [lock, 

6. But  ower  my  left  shoulder  I gi’ed  him  a blink, 

Lest  neebors  micht  say  I was  saucy; 

My  w'ooer  he  caper’d  as  he’d  been  in  drink, 

And  vow'd  that  I.was  his  dear  lassie,  dearlas- 
And  vow’d  that  I was  his  dear  lassie,  [sie. 

7. 1 speiv’d  for  my  cousin,  fu’  couthie  and  sweet, 
Gin  she  had  recovered  her  hearin?  [feet? 
And  how  my  auld  shoon  fitted  her  shaucled 
Glide  safe  us!  how  he  fell  a-swearin.a.swearin, 
Gude  safe  us!  how  he  fell  a-sweavio'. 


8.  He  begged  for  gudesake!  Iwad  be  his  wife, 

Or  else  I wad  kill  him  wi’  sorrow; 

Sae,  e’en  to  preserve  the  puirbody  in  life. 

Ithink  I maun  wed  him  to-morrow,  to-morrow. 
I think  I rnaun  wed  him  to-morrow. 
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THOU  HAST  LEFT  ME  EVER,  JAMIE. 


Bunifi. 
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THE  SCOTTISH  BLUB  BELLS. 

Moderato. 
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adlib. 
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are_  y©  a-lan©?Oh,  cnmeand  seehowblytheare  ■we,  For  Jamiehe’s  cam’ hame,  And 
Jat©—  did  I toil,  My  bair-niesfor  to  feed  andclead,Myeomfortwa8theirsmile!Wheni 


THE  YEAR  THAT’S  AWA’. 
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SCOTLAND  FOR  EVER. 


Piano. 


vines,  and  her  bowVs,  and  her 
spir  - it  of  Sen  - tia  reigns 

groves  of steel  trod-den 

frown  of  my  browraakesthe 

soft  sun 
fear  - les 
down  in 
brav  - es 

fi-  ny  skies,  Her  sonsdrinking  love  from  the 

s and  free,  Her  green  tar-tan  wav-ing  o’er 

their  path,  The  eyes  of  my  sons, like  their 

t to  quake,  The  flash  of  my  eye  makes  their 

9 
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eyes  of  her  daughters, Where  free-dom  ex  - pires  a - midst  soft-ness  and  sighs, 

blue  rock  and  fountain,  And  proud- ly  she  sings,  look  - ing  o - ver  the  sea. 

brightswordsare  glancing  Tri  - um-phant-ly  rid  - ing  thrd  ru  - in  and  death, 

proud  hearts  to  tremble, But  the  sound  of  my  war  notemakestheir  ar-mies  to  shake. 


Scot-landfebluemountainswild 
HereVnong  ray  mountains  wild 
Bold  heart-sand  nod-dingplume 
France  longshallmind  the  straii 

where  hoar-y  cliffs  arepil’d 

I have  88  - rene-lysraird,Wher 
swave  o’ertheirblood-ytombs, 
heard  on  her  blood-y  plain;Whic 

Tow’ring  in  gran-deur  ai-e 
armies  and  em-pires  a- 
Deepdyed  in  gore  is  the 
imade  Europe’s  ar-mies  in 

Ij  All  4 1 

1 ' 
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Land of  the  brave_  and  proud. 

Of  Eng  - land,  of  Den  - mark,  of 

Were  vie  - to  - rious  in  bat  - tie  - field, 

We’re  dy  - ing  but  were  un  - sub  - dud, 


land  of  t^e  fJTe. 
Rome  and  the  world. 
Scot  - land  the  brave. 
Scot  - lan4  for  ev  - er! 


il4 

COMB  O’ER  THE  STREAM,  CHARLIE. 


hi 

loy-  al  train. 

I.  We'I 

J.  And 
i.  If 

bringdown  the  red  deer,wel 
you  shall  drinkfree-ly  the 
aught  M'ill  in  - vite  you,  or 

1 bringdown  the  black  steer,  The 
dews  of  Glen-Sheer-Iy,  That 
more  will  de- light  you, ’Tie 

r -■ 
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r ^ — 
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A 


lamb  from  the  breckan,  and  doe  from  the  gl 
stream  in  the  starlight, whenkings  din . na  k 
rea  - dy—  a troop  of  our  bold  Highland- m 

k.tt L L 

5n;  The  s 
3D;  And  de 
en  Shall  ra 

lit  sea  we'll  har  - ry,  and 
ep  be  your  meed  of  the 
nge  on  the  heather  with 

1-  ■ 7 r 7 

bring  to  our  Charlie  The  cream  from  the  bo  - rhy,  and  curd  from  the  pen. 
wine  that  is  red, To  drink  to  your  sire  and  his  friend  the  McLean. 


MY  BOY  TAMMIE. 


m 


Whaur’hae  ye  been  a day, 

Whaur’gat  ye  that  young  thing, . 

My  boy  Tammie?  I’ve 
My  boy  Tammie?  I 

been  by  burn  and  flow’ry  brae, 
got  herdown  in  yonder  howe, 

4 i 

^1.  — 1 — 
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3.  What  said  ye  to  the  bonnie  bairn, 

My  boy  Taramie? 

I praised  her  een,  eae  lovely  blue, 
Her  dimpled  cheek  and  cherry  mou; 
An’  pree'd  it  aft;  as  ye  may  trow!_ 
She  said  she’d  tell  her  mammie. 

4.  I held  her  to  my  heatin’  heart, 

My  young,  my  smiling  lammie! 

I hae  a house,  it  cost  me  dear, 

I’ve  wealth  o’  plenishiif  and  gear; 
Ye’ee  it  a’,  were’t  ten  times  mair, 
Gin.ye  will  leave  your  mammie. 


5.  The  smile  gaed  aff  her  bonnie  face— 

I maanna  leave  my  mammie. 

She’s  gi’en  me  meat,  she’s  gi’en  me  claes, 
She’s  been  my  comfort  a’  my  days;— 

My  father’s  death  brought  mony  waes! 
Icanna  leave  mammie. 

6.  We’ll  talc*  her  hame  and  mak’  her  fain, 

My  ain  kind-hearted  lammie. 

We’ll  gi’e  her  meat, we’ll  gi’e  her  claes, 
We’ll  be.her  comfort  a’  her  days. 

The  wee  thing  gi’es  her  hand,  and  says, 
There!  gang  and  ask  my  mammie. 


7.  Has  she  been  to  the  kirk  wi’  thee, 
My  boy  Tammie? 

She  has  been  to  the  kirk  wi’ me, 
An’ the  tear  was  in  her  e’e: 

For  0!  she’s  but  a young  thing, 
Just  come  frae  her  mammie. 
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THE  FOUR  MARIES. 


4. 1 wish  I could  lie  in  our  a in  kirk-yard, 
Aneath  the  auld  yew  tree,  (rowans 
Where  wo  pu'dthe  gowans,  ari  thread  the 
My  brothers,  my  sisters  an’  me. 


5. But  little  care  I for  a nameless  grave, 

If  I’ve  hope  for  eternity. 

So  I’ll  pray  that  the  faith  o’ the  deein’  thief 
May  be  granted  thro’  grace  unto  me. 
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CALLER  HERRIN.’ 


Moderate. 
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drawnfraefheForth.When 
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yeweresleepingonyourpiilow^.Dreamtyeaii^to  ourpuirfellows, 
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At  aword  beayeyourdealin,Truth\<'iIlstandwhena’thing9failin-Bu7  my  caller  her- riri, They're 


IZl 


buy  my  caUerher-,rirf?Th©yre  nobroughtherewithoutbravedarm’Buymycallerher-rin'  Ye 

^-3 

lit-tle  kentheirworth.Wha’l] 
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buy  my  cal-lerher-  rin?  0 

ye  may  ca’ them  vulgar  far-in^ 

dim. 

^ 5 n~^}^ 
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Bore- as,  with  his  blast  sae  bauld.  Was  threat'nih  a’  our  kye  to  kill,  Then 

has  she  wet  the  bairns'  ninu’.  And  I am  laith  that  she  should  tyne.  Get 

now  its  scant  - ly  worth  a g)‘oat,  For  I hae  worn’t  this  thret-ty  year.  Let's 

1 1 1 1 

Bell,  Tnywife,  whalo’es  nae  strife, She  said  to  me  righthas-ti  - ly,  Get  up,guidman,aave 
up,  guidman,  it  is  time,  The  sunshinesin  the  lift  sae  hie^  Sloth  nev-ermade  a 

spend  the  gearthat  we  hae  won,  We  lit  - tie  ken  thedaywelldee, -Then  I'll  beproud,foi’ 
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4.  In  days  when  gujd  King  Robert  run, 

His  trews  they  cost  but  half-a-crowji; 
He  said  they  were  a groat  owre  dear.  * 
And  ca’dtfie  tailor  thief  an’ loon. 

He  was  the  King  that  wore  the  crown, 
And  thou’rfc  a man  o’  low  degree;  * 
'Tis  pride  puts  a’ the  country  doun, 

Sae  tak’  your  auld  cloak  about  ye. 

5.  Ilka  land  has  its  aiu  laiich,  (law) 

Ilk  kind  o’corn  has  its  am  hool; 
Ithinkthewarld  is  a’  gaue  wrang, 

When  ilka  wife  her  man  wad  rule. 

Do  ye  no  see  Rob,  Jock,  and  Hab, 

How  they  are  girded  gallantlie. 

While  I sit  hurklin  in  the  asse? 
ril  hae  a new  cloak  about in^. 


0.  G-uidman,I  wat  it’s  thretty  year, 

Siu'  we  did  ane  anither  ken; 

And  we  hae  had  atween  ua  twa, 

O’ lads  andbounie  lassesten. 

Now  they  are  women  grown  and  men, 
I wish  and  pray  weel  may  they  be; 

And  if  ye  prove  a guid  husband, 

E’li  tak’  your  auld  cloak  about  ye. 

7.  Boll,  my  wife,  she  lo’es  nae  strife, 

But  she  wad  guide  me,  if  she  can; 

And  to  maintain  an  easy  life 
I aft  maun  yield, tho’  I'm  guidman. 

Nought’s  tobe  gain'd  at  women’s  haii 
Unless  ye  gie  them  a’  the  plea; 

Then  I’ll  leave  aff  where  I began, 

And  tak’  my  auld  cloak  about  me. 


THE  BRAES  OP  YARROl^^ 


Piano. 


1.  Busk  ye, busk  ye,  iny  bonnie,  bnn-nie  bride, 

3.  Weep  not, weep  not,  my  bonnie,  bon- nie  bride, 

3.  Lang  maun—  she  weep,lang,  lang— maun  she  weep, 

Fair  was thy  love,  fair,  fair  indeed  thy  love, 


Busk  ye-, busk  ye,  my 

“Weep  not, weep  not,  ray 

Lang  maun_  she  weep  wi’ 
In  flowerybands  thou 
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win  - some  mar- row,  Busk  ye, busk  ye,  my  bon-nie,bon.me  bride,  And 

win  - some  mar  - row,  Nor  let thy  heart  la  - inent_  to leave  Pu’ing 

dule and  eor  - row,  And  lang  maun  I nae  mair weel  be.  seen,  Pu’ing 

didst him  fet  - ter;  Thb*  he was  fair  and  well  - beloved  a -gain,  Than 
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think  nae  mair  o’ the  braes  of  Yarrow:  Where  got ye  that  bonnie,bonnie  bride? 

the  birks  on_  the  braes  of  Yarrow.  Why  does  she  weep, thy  bonnie,bonnie  bride? 

the  birks  on_  the  braes  o’  Yarrow:  For  she  has  tint  her  lov-er,  lov-er  dear 

me  he_  did  not  love  thee  bet-ter.  Busk  ye,  busk  ye,  my  bonnie.bonnie  bride. 

A ff  ff  ff  ff  r IT  I F^0  J J F’  r ^ 

Where  got ye  that 

Why  does  she  weej>,  thy 
Her— lov-er  dear,  the 
Buskye,then,busk  ye,  my 

win  - some  mar  - row?  I 
win  - some  mar-  row? And 

cause  o’ sor  - row;  And 

w'in  - some  mar  - row,  Busk 

1 1 J 1 :== 

got her where  I 

why—  daur_  ye  nae 

I hae slain  the 

ye, and  lo’e  me  on  the 

lii  > j 

i: 
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WHA  WADNA  PECHT  POR  CHARLIE? 


3.  Eouse,  rouse, ye  kilted  warriors! 

Rouse, ye  heroes  of  the  North! 

Rouse,  and  join  your  chieftain’s  banners, 
'Tis  your  Prince  that  leads  you  forth! 
Wha  wadna  fecht,  etc. 

3.  Shall  we  basely  crouch  to  tyrants? 

Shall  we  own  a foreign  sway? 

Shall  a royal  Stuart  be  banish'd, 

While  a stranger  rules  the  day? 

Wha  wadna  fecht,  etc. 


4.  Seethe  northern  clans  advancing! 

See  Glengarry  and  Lochiel! 

See  the  brandish’d  broadswords  glancing! 
Highland  hearts  are  true  as  steel. 
Wha  wadna  fecht,  etc. 

5.  Now  our  Prince  has  raised  his  banner, 

Now  triumphant  is  our  causes 
Now  the  Scottish  lion  rallies, 

Let  us  strike  for  Prince  and  laws! 

Wha  wadna  fecht,  etc, 
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YE  BANKS  AND  BRAES  0’  BONNIE  BOON. 


Burns. 
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WHEN  THE  KYE  COME  HAME. 


all  }-&■  jol  - ly  shep  - herds  that 

not  be-neath  the  bur  - go  - net,  nor 
eye shines  sae  bright  - ly  the 

whis-tle  thro’  the  glen,  I'll 

yet  be  - neath  the  crown,  'Tis 

hale  soul  so  be  - guile,  There’s 

P F F ^ ^ 
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4.  See  yonder  pawky  shepherd  that  lingers  on  the  hill— 

His  yowes  are  in  the  fauld,  and  his  lambs  are  lying  still; 
But  he  downs  gang  to  rest,  for  his  heart  is  in  a flame 
To  meet  his  bonnie  lassie  when  the  kye  come  hame. 

When  the  kye  come  hame,  etc. 

5.  Awa  wi’  fame  and  fortune—  what  comfort  can  they  gi’e? 
And  ^ the  arts  that  prey  upon  man’s  life  and  libertie! 

Gi’e  me  the  highest  joy  that  the  heart  o’  man  can  frame, 
My  bonnie,  bonnie  lassie  when  the  kye  come  hame. 

When  the  kye  come  hame,  etc. 
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AND  YE  SHALL  WALK  IN  SILK  ATTIRE. 


silk  at-tire,  and  sii-Ier  ha’e  to  spare, _Gin  yellcon-sent  to  be_  my  bride, Nor 

wish  is  pure.Fardear-er  is_  to  mej And  ere  I’m  forc’d  to  break  my  faith  I'll 

wan  my  heart.  Hearate-fu  took  the  gift And  did  I wish  to  see  it  back.  It 


think  on  E 
lay  mec 
wad  be  •« 
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own 
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and 
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inair. 
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.theft, 

Oh,  whawadbuy  a silk- en  gown, Wi’  a poor  bro-ken 
For  I ha'evowha  vir- gin’s  vow  My  lov-er’s  fate  to 
For  lang-est  life  can  ne’er  re  - payThe  love  he  bears  to 
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DAINTY  DAVIE. 

Bunts. 


13’ 


had  a wee  house,and  u can-tie  weefire,A  boniiie  wee  wife  to  praise  and  admire,  A — 
I gang  a - field, _andcomehameat  e’en  I'llget  my  >R‘ee  wifefu  neat  andfu’elean,Ancia 


if  there  should  hap  - pen  ev  - er  to  be  A dif-ference  a-tween  mywife  an  me.  In_ 
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bon-nie  wee  gar-die  be  - side  a wee  burn;  Fare -weel  to  the  bo -dies  that 

bon-nie  wee  bar-nie  up  - on her  knee  That  will  cry  Pa  - pa  or 

hear-ty  good  hu-mor,  al  - tho'  she  be  teased,  I'll  kiss  her  and  clap  her  un  - 
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MY  AIN  FIRESIDE. 


Wi’  tlie  frien’s  o’  my  youth  I cordially  mingle; 
Nae  forms  to  compel  me  to  seem  wac  or  glad, 

I may  laugh  when  I’m  merry,  and  sigh  when  I’m 
My  ain  fireside,  etc.  [sad. 


But  truth  to  delight-me,  and  friendship  to  cheei^ 
0’ d roads  to  happiness  ever  were  tried 
There’s  nane  half  sae  sure  as  ane’s  ain  fireside. 
My  ain  fireside,  etc. 


THE  BRAES  OP  BALQUHIDDER. 


rae,  Lighl-ly  bound-ing  to  - gather,  Sport  the  lang  sim-mer  day  ’Maiig  the 
trilds,  Andthe  deepglenssae  dreary,  And  re  - turn  wi'  the  spoils  To  the 


animalo 
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3.  When  the- rude  wintry  win 

Idly  raves  round  our  dwelling. 
And  the  roar  of  the  linn 
Onthe  night-breeze  is  swelling; 
Sae  merrily  we  ll  sing 
As  the  storm  rattles  o’er  us. 

Till  the  deer  shieling  ring 
Wi’the  light  lilting  chorus. 

Will  ye  go,  etc. 


4.  Now  the  summer  is  in  prime 

Wi’the  flowrs  richly  blooming, 
Andthe  wild  mountain  thyme 
A the  moorlands  perfuming; 

To  our  dear  native  scenes 
Let  us  journey  together, 

Where  glad  innocence  reigns, 
’Mang  the  braes  n’  Balquhidder. 
'Will  ye  go,  etc. 


CA’  THE  EJVBS  TO  THE  KNOWES. 
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3.  Yonder  Cludens  silent  towers. 

Where,  at  moonshine  midnight  hours, 
0 er  the  dewy  bending  flowers 
Fairies  dance, sae  cheerie. 

Ca' the  ewes,  etc.  . 


4.Ghai8t  nor  bogle  shaltthou  fear, 
Thourt  to  love  and  heaVen  sae  dear, 
Nocht  o’  ill  may  come  thee  near, 

My  bonnie  dearie. 

Ca’  the  ewes,  etc. 


5.  Pair  and  lovely  as  thou  art, 

Thou  hast  stown  my  very  heart,- 
I can  die,  but  eanna  part, 

My  bonnie  dearie.. 

Ca’  the  ewes,  etc. 


Itbrakth©  sweet  heart  o’ inyfaithfu’auld  dame—  But  till  my  last  moments  my  words  are  the  same, 
There’ll  never  be  peace  untilJamie  comes  hame.  There’ll  never  be  peace  until  Jamie  comes  hame. 
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CORN  RIGS  ARE  BONNIE. 

Burns. 


i39 


3.  I lock'd  her  in  my  fond  embrace, 

Her  heart  was  beating  rarely;* 

My  blessing  on  that  happy  pKace 
Amang  the  viga  o’  Barley. 

But,  by  the  moon  and  stars  so  bright 
That  slione  that  hour  so  clearly. 

, She  aye  shall  bless  that  happy  night 
Amang  the  rigs  o’ barley. 

Corn  rigs,  etc. 


4. 1 hae  been  blythe  wi’comrades  dear. 
I hae  been  merry  drinkin- 
I hae  been  joyfu’gathh'in  gear, 

I bae  been  happy  fhinkiiij 
But  a^the  pleasures  e’er  I saw. 

Tho’tliree  times  doubled  fairly, 
That  happy  night  was  worth  them 
Amangthe  rigs  o’bnrley. 
Cora'rigs.  etc. 
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MY  NANNIE,  O. 


Bums. 
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3.  A country  Jad  is  my  degree, 

And  few  there  be  that  ken  me,  0,- 
But  what  care  I how  few  they  be? 

I’m  welcome  aye  to  Nannie,  0. 

My  riches  a’s  ^ny  penny  fee. 

And  I maun  guide  it  cannie,Oj 
Butwarld’s  gear  never  troubles  me, 
My  thoughts  are  a’  my  Nannie.,  0. 


4,  Our  auid  guidman  delights  to  view 
His  sheep  an’  kye  thrive  bonnie,  0; 
But  Pm  as  bJythe  that  bauds  his  pleugh, 
An  has  nae  care  but  Nannie,  0. 

Oome  weel,  come  wae,  I care  na  by, 
m tak'  what  Heav’n  will  send  fne,  0; 
Nae  itlier  care  in  life  hae  I, 

But  live  and  love  my  Nannie,  0. 


AULD  ROBIN  GRAY. 


Larghetto. 


Piano. 
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3.  My  father  couldnawork  _ tny  inither  conld  iia  spin; 
Itoil'd  day  and  nightjmt their  bread  I eouidua win’; 

Aiild  Rnb  maintain’d  them  baith,  and,  wi’tf-ars  in  his  ee; 
Said.  “Jenny,  for  their  sakes.will  you  no'  marry  me?" 

4.  My  heart  it  said  na,  for  I look’d  for  Jamie  bark. 

But  the  wind  it  blew  high,  and  the  ship  it  was  a wrack; 
The  ship  it  was  a wrack!  Why  didna  Jenny  dee? 

Oh  why  did  I live  to  say,  0 wae  is  me! 

5.  My  father  urged  me  sair_  my  mither  didna  speak, 

But  she  look'd  in  my  face  till  my  heart  was  like  to  break; 
They  gied  him  my  hand,tho'  my  heart  was  at  the  sea; 
And  auld  Robin  Gray  is  gudeman  to  me. 

8. 1 hadna  been  a wife  a week  but  only  four. 

When  mournfu’  as  J sat  on  the  stane  at  the  door. 

I saw'  my  Jamie’s  ghaist_  I eouldna  think  it  he. 

Till  he  said, “I'm  come  hame,  my  love,  to  jnurry  thee!" 

7.  0 sair  didw'e  greet, and  mickle  did  we  say; 

We  took  but  ae  kiss,  and  we  tore  ourselves  away; 

Iwish  that  Iwere  dead,  but  I'm  nnliketoden; 

Oh  why  do  I live  to  say,  Owae  is  me! 

8.  I gang  like  a ghaist,  and  I earenato  spin: 

Idarena  think  o’ Jamie,  for  that  W’ad  be  a sin. 

Bulrlwill  do  my  best  a gude  wife  to  be, 

For  auld  Robin  Gray  is  a kind  man  to  me. 


WILT  THOU  BE  MY  DEARIE? 
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MY  WIFE’S  A WINSOME  WEE  THING. 


In 


ROBIN  ADAIR. 


Whatwas’t  I wish'd  to  spe, What  wish'd  fn  hear? 
What  made  the  ball  so  fijie?  Ro  - bin  was  there. 
But  now  thou’rt  cold  to  me,  Ilo  - bin  A - dair. 


Where  all  the  joy  and  mirtli 
What  when  the  play  was  oer, 
Vet  he  I lov'd  so  well 


Made  this  town  heav’n  on  earth?  Oh.they're  all  fled  with  thee,  Ro -bin  A - dair. 

Whatmad©  my  heart  so  sore?  Oh,  it  was  part-ing  with  Ro-bin  A . dair. 

Still  in  my  heart  shalldwell,  Oh;  I can  ne’er  for  - get  Ro-bin  A - dair. 


f4f> 


UP  IN  THE  MORNING  EARLY. 


Piano. 


f47 


4.  Nae  linties  lilt  on  hedge  or  bush. 

Poor  things,  they  suffijr  sairly; 

In  cauldrife  quarters  a’  the  nicht, 

A’  day  they  feed  but  sparely. 

Now  up  in-the  morning’s  no  for  me, 
Up  in  the  morning  early; 

A pennyless  purse  I wad  rather  dree 
Then  rise  in  the  morning  early. 


5.  A cosie  house  and  cantie  wife 
Aye  keep  a body  cheeriy; 

And  pantries  stowed  wi’  meet  and  drink, 
They  answer  unco  rarely. 

But  up  in  the  morning_  na,  no,  na! 

Up-in  the  morning  early; 

Tlie  gowans  maun  glent  on  bank  and  brae 
When  I rise  in  the  nioi-ning  early. 


MARY’S  DREAM. 
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3.  Three  stormy  nights  and  stormy  days, 
We  toss'd  upon  the  raging  main? 

And  long  we  strove  our  bark  to  save. 
But  all  our  striving  was  in  vain. 

Even  then, when  horror  chill’d  my  blood, 
My  heart  was  fill'd  with  love  for  thee; 
The  storm  is  past,  and  I at  rest; 
bo,  Mary,  weep  no  more  for  me! 


4.0,  maiden  dear,  thyself  prepare; 

We  soon  shall  meet  upon  that  shore 
Where  love  is  free  from  doubt  and  care, 
And  thou  and  I shall  part  no  more!” 
Loud  crow'd  the  cock,  the  shadow  fled; 

No  more  of  Sandy  could  she  see; 

But  soft  the  passing  spirit  said: 

“Sweet  Mary,  weep  no  more  for  me!” 


SAW  YE  JOHNNIE  COMIN’? 


3.  What  will  I do  wi’  him?qui)'  he, 
What  will  I do  wi’  him? 

He's  ne’er  a sark  upon  his  back. 

And  I hae  naneto  pie  him. 

I hae  twa  sarks  int(j  m.y  kist, 
And  ane  o'  them  I’ll  gj’e  him, 
And  for  a merk  e’  mair  fee, 
Diniia  stand  wi’  him,  quo' she, 
Dinna  stand  wi’Iiim. 


4.  For  weel  do  I lo’e  him,  quo'  she, 

Wee)  do  I In’e  him; 

For  weel  do  I lo’e  lum,  quo  she. 

Weel  do  I lo’e  him. 

0 fee  him,  father,  fee  him.  quo" she, 

Fee  him.  father,  fee  him; 

He’ll  baud  the  pleugh.thrashinthe  barn, 
And  erackwi’me  ate’en,  quo’ she, 

And  crack  wi’  me  at  e'en. 
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THE  LAIBD  O’  COCKPEN. 


lo! 


4.  He  mounted  his  mare,  and  he  rade  cannilie;  7. 
An  rapp’d  attheyett  o’  C!avers-ha’  Lee. 

”Qae  tell  Mistress  Jean  to  come  speedily  ben; 

She’s  wanted  to  speak  wi’  the  Laird  o*  Cockpen? 

5.  Mistress  Jean  she  was  makin’the  elder-flaweif~  8. 
“What  the  deil  brings  the  Laird  here  at  sic  a 

[like  time?" 

She  put  aff  her  apron,  ah  on  her  silk  goun , 

Her  mutch  wi’ red  ribbons,  ah  gaed  awa’  doun. 

9. 

6.  Ah  when  she  csTneben,hebobbitfu’  low; 

Ah  what  was  his  errand  he  soon  let  her  know. 
Amazed  was  the  Laird  when  the  lady  sa  id  _“Na’.' 
An’  wi’  a leigh  curteie  she  turned  awa’. 


Dumbfounder’dwas  he_but  nae  sigh  did  he  gi’e; 
He  mounted  his  mare,  and  he  rade  cannilie; 

Ah  affen  he  thocht,  as  he  gaed  tlirough the  glen, 
“Shewas  daftto  refuse  the  Laird  o’ Cockpen’.’ 

And  now  that  the  Laird  his  exit  had  made, 
Mistress  Jean  she  reflected  on  what  she  had  said: 
‘‘Oh!  for  ane  I’ll  get  better,  it's  w’aur  FlI  get  ten— 
Iw’as  daftto  refuse theLaird  o’Cockpeh.’ 

Neist  time  that  the  Laird  and  the  Lady  were  seen. 
They  were  gaun  arm  in  arm  to  the  kirk  on  the 

[green 

Now  she  aits  in  the  ha' like  a weel-tappit  hen. 

But  as  yet  there’s  nae  chickens  appear'd  at 

[Cockpen. 


MAGGIE  LAUDEB. 


Allegro. 


Piano. 
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2.  Maggie,  quo’  he,  and  by  my  bags 
Imfidginfainto^eethee;  ** 

Sit  dowTi  by  me,  my  bonnie  bird, 

In  troth  I winna  steer  thee: 

For  Tm  a piper  to  my  trade, 

My  name  is  Rob  the  Ranter; 
The  lasses  loup  as  they  were  daft. 
When  I blew  up  my  chanter. 


4.  Then  to  his  bags  he  flew  wi’  speed, 
About  the  drone  he  twisted; 

Meg  up  and  walloped  o’er  the  green, 
For  brawly  could  she  frisk  it. 
Weel  done,  quo’  he:  play  up,  quo’she: 

Weel  bobVd.quo’  Rob  the  Ranter; 
It’s  worth  my  while  to  play  indeed, 
When  I hae  sic  a dancer. 


3.  Piper,  quo  Meg,  hae  ye  your  bags. 

Or  is  your  drone  in  order? 

If  yo  be  Rob,  I’ve  heard  of  you, 

Live  ye  upon  the  border? 

The  lasses  a’  baith  far  and  near. 

Hae  heard  0’  Rob  the  Ranter? ' 

I Ilshake  my  foot  wi'  right  good-will, 
Qif  ye’ll  blaw  up  your  chanter. 


5.  Wee!  hae  you  play’d  your  part,  quo  Meg, 
Your  cheeks  are  like  the  crimson- 
There's  nan.?  in  Scotland  plays  sae’weel, 
Sin  we  lost  Habl)y  Simsun. 

I ve  liv'd  in  Fife, baith  maid  and  wife, 
These  ten  years  and  a quarter? 

Gin  ye  should  come  to  Anster  fair, 

Spier  ye  for  Maggie  Lauder. 
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WHAT’S  A’  THE  STEER, KIMMER? 
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HIGHLAND  MARY. 


Burns. 

Vnice. 


Piano. 
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iJ.Wr  mony  a vow  and  lock’d  erabrac* 

Our  parting  was  fu  tender; 

And  pledging  aft  to  meet  again, 

We  ttire  ourselves  asunder: 

But,  oh!  fell  deaths  untimely  frost 
That  nipt  my  flower  sue  early! 

Now  green’s  the  soci,  atid  cauld's  theclay 
Tliat  wraps  my  Highland  Mary. 


4.0  pale,  pale  now  those  rosy  lips 
I aft  Iiae  kissd  sae  fondly! 

And  clos’d  for  aye  the  sparklingglance 
That  dwelt  ou  me  sae  kindly; 

And  mouldering  now  in  silent  du.'^t. 

That  heart  that  lo’ed  me  dearly! 

But  still  within  my  bosom’s  core 
Shall  live  my  Highland  Mary. 


GAM’  YE  BY  ATHOL. 
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2. 1 ha’e  but  ae  son,  iny  brave  young  Donald, 

But  if  I had  ten  they  should  follow  Glengarry,- 
Health  to  M'Donald,  and  gallant  Olan-Ronald, 

For  these  are  the  men  that  will  die  for  their  Charlie. 
Follow  thee,  etc. 

3.  ril  to  Lochiel  and  Appin,  and  kneel  to  them, 

Down  by  Lord  Murray  and  Roy  d Kildarlie, 

Brave  Mackintosh  he  shall  fly  to  the  field  with  them; 
They  are  the  lads  I can  trust  wi’ my  Charlie. 

Follow  thee,  etc. 

4.  Down  thro  the  Lowlands,  down  wi’ the  Whigamore, 

Loyal  true  Highlanders,  down  wi’  them  rarely; 
Ronald  and  Donald,  drive  on  wi’the  braid  claymore. 
Over  the  necks  o’ the  foes  o’  Prince  Charlie." 

Follow  thee,  etc. 
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MY  AIN  KIND  DEARIE,  O. 
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BONNIE  JEAN. 


Andante. 


Piano. 
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£3 — .. . i,u  uie  trysre, 

He  danced  wi’  Jennie  on  the  down, 

And  lang  ere  witless  Jeanie  wist. 

Her  heart  was  tint,  her  peace  was  stown. 
As,  in  the  bosom  o’ the  stream 
The  moonbeam  dwells  at  dewy  e’en, 

So  trembling,  pure,  was  tender  love 
Within  the  breast  o’  bonnie  Jean. 


S.The  sun  was  sinking  in  the  west, 

The  birds  sang  sweet  in  ilka  grove. 
His  cheek  fo  her.s  he  fondly  prest, 

And  whisper’d  thus  his  tale  o’  love: 

“0,  Jeanie.  fair.  I lo’e  thee  dear! 

0,  oanst  thou  think  to  fancy  me? 

Or  wilt  thou  leave  thy  mammie’s  cot, 
And  learn  to  tent  the  farms  wi’  me?” 


4.  And  now  she  works  her  mamniie’s  work 
And  aye  she  sighs  wi’care  and  pain-  ’ 
Yet  wistna  what  her  ail  might  be, 

Or  what  wad  mak'  her  weel  again. 

But  didna  Jeanie’s  heart  loup  light 
And  didna  joy  blink  in  her  e’e, 

As  Robie  tauld  a tale  o’ love, 

Ae  e’enin’  on  the  lily  lea?  ' 


O.’At  barn  or  byre  thou  shalt  na  drudge, 
Or  naething  else  to  trouble  thee, 

But  stray  amangthe  heather-bells, 

And  tent  the  waving  corn  wi’  me'.’ 
Now  what  could  artless  Jeanie  do? 

She  hud  naewillto  say  him  na? 

At  length  she  blushed  a sweet  consent, 
And  love  was  aye  between  them'twu. 


I’M  OWRE  YOUNG  TO  MARRY  YET. 
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GOOD-NIGHT,  AND  JOY  BE  WI’ YE  A. 
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S.  The  auid  will  speak, the  young  maun  hear, 
Be  canty,  but  be  good  and  leal; 

Your  ain  ills  ay  ha’e  heart  to  bear, 
Anithers  ay  ha’e  heartto  feel; 

So,  ere  I set,  I’ll  see  you  shine, 

ITI  see  you  triumph  ere  I fa’; 

My  parting  breath  shall  boast  you  mine, 
Good-night,  and  joy  be  wi’you  a’. 


4.  This  night  is  my  departing  night, 

For  here  nae  langer  must  I stay- 
There's  neither  friend  nor  foe  o’  mine 
But  wishes,  wishes  me  away. 

What  I have  done  thro’  lack  o’  wit 
I never,  never  can  recall; 

I hope  ye're  a'  my  friends  as  yet, 
Good-night,  andjoy  be  wi’  ye  a’. 


THE  LAST  TIME  I CAME  O’ER  THE  MUIR. 
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B.  In  all  iny  soul  there’s  not  one  place 
To  let  a rival  enter; 

Since  she  excels  in  ev'ry  grace, 

In  her  my  love  shall  centre. 
Sooner  the  seas  shall  cease  to  flow, 
Their  waves  the  Alps  shall  cover. 
On  Oreenland  ice  shalhroses  grow, 
Before  I cease  to  love  her. 


4.  The  next  time  I gang  o’er  the  muix*. 

She  shall  a lover  find  me; 

And  that  my  faith  is  firm  and  true, 

To  her  I left  behind  roe. 

Then  Hymen’s  sacred  bands  shall  chain 
My  heart  to  her  fair  bosom; 

There,  while  my  being  doth  remain, 

My  love  more  fresh  shall  blossom. 
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THE  BONNIE  BBIBR-BUSH. 


4.  He’s  corain  fi-ae  the  north  that’s  to  fancy  me, 

He’s  coram’  frae  the  north  that’s  to  fancy  me, 

A feather  in  hia  bonnet,  an^  a ribbon  at  hia  kneej 
He’s  a bonnie  Hieland  laddie,  and  you  be  na  he . 


MERRY  MAY  THE  KEEL  ROW. 


me 


I(i7 


keel  row.  Oh  mer-rvmay  the  keel  row,  The  ship  that  ray  love's  in. 


Pinno. 


2. He  wears  abluebonnef. 
Blue  bonnet,  blue  bonnet, 
A.  snaw-white  rose  upon  it, 
A dimple  in  his  chiu,- 


And  merry  may  the  keel  row, 
The  keel  ro\v,the  keel  row. 
And  merry  may  the  keel  row 
The  ship  that  my  loves  in. 


O’ER  THE  MUIR  AMANG  THE  HEATHER. 

. Moderate . 


1B8 


There  I met  a bon-nie  1 


•,  Keep-ing  a’ her  ewes  the- gith  - er. 


3.  bays  I.  my  dear,  where  is  thy  hame? 

In  muir  or  dale,  pray  tell  me  wither? 
Says  she,  I tent  thae  fleecy  flocks 
That  feed  amang  the  bloomin’  heather 
O’er  the  muir,  etc. 


4.  While  thus  we  sat  she  sang  a sung, 

Till  echo  rang  a mile  and  farther. 

And  aye  the  burden  o’ the  sang 
Was-  O'er  the  muir  arnang  the  heather. 
O’ei’  the  muir,  etc. 


3.  We  sat  us  down  upon  a bank, 

Sae  warm  and  sunny  was  the  \>  eather; 
She  left  her  flocks  at  large  to  rove 
Amang  the  bonnie  bloomin’  heather. 
Oerthe  muir,  etc. 


5.  She  charm’d  my  heart,  and  aye  sinsyne 
I couldna  think  on  oiyr  ither, 

By  sea  and  sky.  she  shall  be  mine! 

The  bonnie  lass  amang  the  heather. 
O'er  the  rnuij-,  etc. 


LEWIE  GORDON. 
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Allegretto. 


2.  Oh, to  see  his  tartfin  trews, 

Bonnetbhie,  and  Inigh-heel’d  shoes, 
Philabeg  aboon  his  knee_ 

That's  the  lad  that  I'll  gang  wil 
Ohon!  my  Highlandinan,-ete. 


3.  Princely  youth  of  whom  1 sing, 
Thou  wert  born  to  be  a king; 

On  thy  breast  a regal  star 
Shines  on  loyal  hearts  afar. 
Ohon!  my  Highlnndman,  etc. 


4.  Oh,  to  see  this  wished-for  one 
Seated  on  a kingly  throne; 

All  our  griefs  would  disappear. 
We  should  hail  a joyful  year. 
Ohon!  ray  Higlilaudman,  etc. 
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JESSIE,  THE  FLOWER  O’ DUMBLANE. 


y 1'  _ , pq,  . 1 — 

lof  - ty  Ben  - Lomond,  Ajid 
blythe  as  she’s  bon-jiie.  For 
met  \vi’  ray  Jes-sie!  The 

left  tlie  red  clouds  to  pre  - 
?uile-less  sim-pli  . ci  - rv 
sports  o’  tlie  ci  - tyseein'c 

side  o’er  the  scene;  While 
marksher  its  ain;  And 

foo-lisliand  vain;  I 
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flower  of  Dam-blane. 
flower  of  Dum-blane. 
flower  of  Dum-blane. 


J i f "r  Ir  n f 
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AND  OH!  FOR  ANE-AND-TWENTY,  TAMI 

liurmt. 
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2.  A gleib  o’  Ian’,  a claut  o’  gear, 

Were  left  me  by  my  auntie,  Tam; 

At  kith  or  kin  I needna  speir, 

An  I saw  aiie-and-twenty,  Tam. 

And  nhi  for  ane-and-tv'enty,  Tam, etc. 


3.  They’ll  ha’e  me  wed  awealthy  coof. 
Though  I mysel’ha’e  plenty, Tam; 

But  hear’st  thou,  laddie?  there’s  my  loof, 
I'm  thine  at  ane-and-twenty,  Tam. 

And  oh!  for  ane-and-twenty,  Tara,  etc. 


THE  PIPER  OP  DUNDEE. 
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2.  He  play'd  “The Welcome  owre  the  Main^ 
And  “Ye’se  he  fou  and  I’se  be  fain” 

And  “Auld  Stuart's  back  again’,’ 

Wr  muckle  mirth  and  glee. 

He  pjay’d  “The  Kirk,’  he  play’d  “The  Queer,” 
The  Mulin  Dhu"  and  "Chevalier,” 

And  “Lang  away,  but  welcome  here” 

Sae  sweet,  sae  bonnilie. 

And  wasna,  etc. 


3.  It’s  some  gat  swords,  and  some  gatnane 
And  some  were  dancing  mad  their  lane. 
And  raony  a vow  o’  weir  w’as  ta’en 
That  nicht  at  Amulrie. 

There  was  Tullibardine  and  Burleigh, 
And  Struan.  Keith,  and  Ogilvia, 

And  brave  Oarnegie.whabuthe, 

The  piper  o'Dundee. 

And  wasna.etc. 


Burn..  HERE’S  A HEALTH  TO  ANE  I LO’E  DEAR. 

Andante. 


Piano. 


Pot  then  I am  lock’d  in  thy  arms.  Jessie!  ’Gainst  fortune’s  fell  cruel  decree?— Jessie! 


O,  DINNA  THINK,  BONNIE  LASSIE. 


tak’  a stick  in  - to  my  hand,and  come  a-gain  andsee  you.  Far s the  gate  ye  hale 


gang, 
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ti.  It’s  but  a uight  an’  half  a day  that  fll  leave  my  dearie; 

Hut  a night  an  half  a day  that  I'l!  leave  my  dearie; 

But  a night  an  half  a day  that  I'll  leave  my  dearie; 

When  the  sun  gaes  west  the  Inch  I'll  come  again  an’  see  thee. 
0.  dinna  think,  etc. 

3.  Waves  are  rising  o’er  the  sea.  winds  blnw  loud  an'  fear  me; 
Waves  are  rising  o’er  the  sea.winds  blnw  loud  an’  fear  me; 
While  the  waves  and  winds  do  roar,  I am  wae  and  dreary; 
All  giu  ye  lo’e  roe  as  ye  say,  ye  winna  gang  ah  leave  me. 

0,  dinna  think,  etc. 

4.  0,  dinna  think,  bonnie  lassie.  I’m  gaun  to  leave  you; 

Dinna  think,  bonnie  lassie.  I’m  gaun  to  leave  ypu; 

Dinna  think,  boniiie  lassie,  I'm  gaun  to  leave  you: 

Por  let  the  warld  gae  as  it  will.  I’ll  come  again  and  see  you. 

0.  dinnathink,  etc. 
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WELCOME,  ROYAL  CHARLIE. 

Allegro. 
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THE  LOWLANDS  O’ HOLLAND. 


til  the  dny  I_  dee,  T ho  the  Low-lands  o>  Hoi  . land  Ha'e  twinn'd  my  love  and  me 

pleaaare  in  her  e'e.-  Eut  the  Low-lands  o’  Hoi  - land  Ha'e  twinrid  my  love  and  ml 

the  day  dee;  I never  lov’d  a love  but  ane  And  he’s  drown’d  in  the  sea! 
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